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New loveliness 
dal i@ clays... oh ts 


’. 


New York City. ‘““Noxzema 
quickly helps my dull, rough 
* skin look so much brighter, 
1? 


smoother and fresher! 
Elaina Brooks 





















Atlanta, Ga. ‘““Noxzema isa 
grand protective make-up 
base and a fine night cream 
for oily skin like mine!’’— 
Anita Brown 














Wilkesboro, N. C. “I'm 
grateful to Noxzema for 
helping to heal blemishes* 
fast! I'm never without it!” 
Sara Lou Harris 










Start Doctor’s 
New Home Facial Tonight! 


It helps skin look fresher, smoother 
—and helps you keep it that way! 


Are you entirely satisfied with your complexion? If you 
would like to help your skin to look fresher, prettier— 
here’s the biggest beauty news in years! A famous skin 
doctor worked out a different kind of beauty routine— 
with a special beauty cream. 

The routine is so simple anybody can do it. And it really 
works! Surveys show that more than a million women 
throughout America have changed to this simple skin 
sare... and they’re happy with results. 

Why it’s so successful! 
This different beauty routine owes its amazing effective- 
ness to the unique qualities of Noxzema. 

This famous greaseless skin cream is a medicated for- 
mula. It combines softening, soothing, healing and cleans- ; 
ing ingredients offered by no other leading beauty cream. at 
That’s why it has helped so many discouraging skin prob- 
lems: externally-caused blemishes; rough, oily skin; and 
that dull, lifeless, half-clean look of so many so-called nor- 
mal complexions. 

Beauty in your mirror! 
Wouldn’t you like to see a fresher-looking, smoother, more 
attractive complexion in your mirror? Then tonight start 





Port Chester, N. Y. 
Noxzema is a wonderful 
night cream. It helps heal 
4 my blemishes*, fast!’’— 
Henrietta House 






Noxzema’s simple, effective beauty care. 

It works or money back! In actual clinical tests, 
Noxzema helped 4 out of 5 women with skin problems to 
have lovelier complexions. Try it for 10 days. If you don’t 
look lovelier, return jar to Noxzema, Baltimore. Your j 
money back! | 
SPECIAL OFFER: Get big 85¢ jar of Noxzema for only 59¢ j 


plus tax—at drug, cosmetic counters. 43% more Noxzema 
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Ansonia, Conn. “My skin 
was rough and flaky but 
Noxzema helps it look 
fresher, more attractive!” 
— Peri Cousins 









for your money than in 
small size. Limited time 





s Home Facial 
or no cost! 





Try Doctor’ 
Look lovelier.-- 
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1. Cleanse your face by wots 
with Noxzema and water, Ay y 
Noxzema liberally: nd wash = 
( i arm water ¢ 
poe en Becooaig how make-up — 
dirt disappear after hn cea ood 
ing’ with Noxzema! How fre ven 
look and feels not dry, or dra 5 
' oh y ze © 
2. Night cream! Smooth agen 29 
on te help your skin _—* — 
lovelier. Pat a bit extra ove Ro) 
blemishes* to help heal theme ‘fim 
Noxzema supplies a — = | 
of oil-and-moisture that 1€ + ~at~-f 
your skin looking fresh ant i 
H the morning, 
e-up base: In pornne 
drarnecpatns. ty then apply Noxze “ . 
“" long-lasting powder base. Mitwavkes, Wise. “I use 
helps protect skin all day! Raman te eau aan 


A dull, dry skin. It helps keep 






Cleveland, O. “Noxzema 
has done wonders for my 
oily skin. Helps keep it look- 
ing fresh and smooth.” — 
Bette Finley 


it smooth and unblem- 
ished*!"—AnnThyra Prince 













a 


z 
























pe SKIN DOLL 


77 EXTRA LONG ~~ j FS 


MAGIC BRAIDS 


\ RLS WAVES eg MBS wasHes 











cy 





she SITS UP! f 
she SLEEPS! 
she CRIES! 












“East to Set Watr tn any Seple | 


included! 
VANITY SET, CURLERS 
and Hair Style Booklet 
Brush, comb, mirror and 
curlers that will give hours 









of play to any lucky 
little girl. 


















Look at these Features: 


UNBREAKABLE PLASTIC HEAD. Same 
type of head used on dolls costing 
$25.00 and more. 

EXCLUSIVE. ‘‘Baby Blue Eyes’”’ is 20 inches A 
tall. She has rosy cheeks, cute open 
mouth showing pearly white teeth, and 
real eyelashes over beautiful blue eyes. b 
Arms, legs and head are movable so * 
she can sit up and assume many life-like P 
poses .. . even call her mommy. 

SARAN MAGIC BRAIDS. Her soft 

shimmering hair is miracle Saran — 

life-like color doesn’t wash out. 

SHE SLEEPS. Her eyes close when she 

lies down. 


} ig 
as a baby re 
SHE CRIES. Bend her and she cries just 


like a real baby who wants her mommy. MONEY- mo GUARANTEE 
SOFT SKIN FEELS REAL! Mystic Skin Latex arms 
and legs filled with miracle foam rubber—soft to 
touch and easy to clean with a damp cloth. 
CUSTOM WARDROBE. She is all dressed up in 
lace-trimmed flared ninon dress, cotton slip, rubber 
panties, white socks and simulated leather shoes. 
AMAZINGLY LIFE-LIKE! So perfectly molded her 
arms and legs are enchantingly dimpled. 


She's like a REAL baby—she's a REAL bargain! 



























a O Send cop She ae. Zone...... i sisciicin ss 
~ 1 ‘$\4 or eart-shaped gold finish locket necklace to fit doll or fi 
. Zz © save ae: | enclose $5.95 hi or little girl, only 50c¢ extve 
= — a h P Prepaid. [] $6, 
Ae Soft Skin Unbreakable s wen Ou 46.45—include necklace. 
She Sleeps! *9 Fi Ae She Cries! Feels Real! Plastic Head! SME BR oe =o ong braids 


© 1952 Wiresk, Inc., 4757 Ravenswood, Chicago 40, IN. 








She’s the sort 
of woman who 
f makes people 
exclaim: 


v 


“HOW YOUNG 
SHE LOOKS!” 


Something may give her age away. An 
almost-grown daughter. Her laughing 
admission she graduated from college 
twenty years ago. But her attitude smooths 
the years away. She's vitally interested in 
things that interest “young people.” 
She's alert and alive and wonderful. 
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And of course she chooses modern | 
things for her own personal use, espe- | 

ially at those “trying times of the | 
month." She uses Tampax sanitary pro- 
tection, for example, because everything | 
ab “sty it appeals to her. It does away with | | 
belts and bulky pads—it’s easily dis- | 
posed of—user’s hands need never even 

ich it. Because it’s worn internally, 

lor can’t form. It can’t even be felt, 
once it’s in place. 

Invented by a doctor and made of 
pure white surgical cotton, Tampax is 

ympressed in applicators for easy inser- 
tion. Available at drug and notion coun- 
ters in 3 absorbencies: Regular, Super, 
Junior. Month's supply goes in purse; 
onomy size gives 4 times as much. 
umpax Incorporated, Palmer, Mass. 
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SIX STORIES FROM TRUE LIFE 
Ne I BN ince so ccc veteswesesse tiiiemmiacdienes Oe 


Although he was only 17, James thought that he could handle older women as 
his uncle did, but when his first efforts failed, he worked out his own system. 
aoc cca ig arse inde kee ae eae ale aah aie 18 
Faced with the necessity of giving up luxury or sharing her husband with the 
rich woman who employed him, Carol made the only decision a real wife could. 
ins cat ntw dd wna 6a eke dood Wakeman emaek ened dicen. 24 
As a college girl, Jane discovered that she was ignorant of the facts of life and 
her eagerness to learn quickly could have ended disastrously for her. 
I add lk died wm inn 4.064 wa WR NN uM 26 
Her desire to get a husband in the big city so overpowered Liz that she was 
willing to do anything to get one, but one wild night altered her plan. 
SE OPO OTTER Ee ere. ‘iaia indict x piesa 32 
The strange power of her ex-husband was about to draw Norma into re-marrying 
him when a rival’s jealousy drove her into the arms of another man, 
PE TE Le Oe eS en ne eee 34 


A bit too eager on her honeymoon night, Donna ruined her first marriage, but 
when she married again, she was sure she wouldn’t make the same error. 


SPECIAL FEATURES 
Be er I BEET ib o.sig cove cse cosceene Kien ipbine ee ee: 


Even after five husbands, Stell had no intention of turning her back upon mar- 
riage, but before plunging again, she wanted to be sure of the result. 

ES Wan A Gormean War Bride. ..... 2.2... ccc ccccecs By Mrs. Lilo Patrick 20 
When Lilo married an American Negro soldier, she dreamed of a home and 
happiness in the U.S. Now the threat of deportation may spoil it all. 

ETT EET OE EEE ET ET TT By Eartha Kitt 28 


Sultry singer-dancer Eartha Kitt had her pick of some of the wealthiest men of 
two continents, yet prefers to wait for her “dream man” to come along. 
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DEARLY 


WARN 


A Forum On 
Marriage Problems 








16 By Frances Jackson 


EAR MRS. JACKSON: For over a 


8 year I have been in love with two 





men and as yet have not reached a satis- 
factory conclusion as to which one 





4 means more to me. The terrible blow is 
that my sister is faced with the same 
situation and with the same two men. 





6 Our preferences are quite similar. It 
may sound positively fantastic, but our 
9 relationship has not suffered or faltered 


during this interchange of affections. 

However, I am confronted with many 
4 other problems because of our “shared 
inconsistency” and would like to know 
how to handle the situation which may 
soon develop into an unhappy four-sided 
problem and cause four nice people no 
) end of discomfort. Jezebel 





DEAR JEZEBEL: 
If I had a problem like yours, the 


faster I could get away from those three N Mum with M- 3 

7 people the better off I’d be! Seriously Cw 

| though, anyone who managed to get in- kills odor bacteria 
volved in such a tangled relationship 

can only look forward to a web of con- 

fused events. I really think that you and ece stops odor all day long 


your sister are both enjoying your pre- 
dicaments and are having fun instead PROOF! Amazingly effective protection from under- 
of heartache. Sew Mem with tO denen: tae arm perspiration odor — just use new Mum 


I do feel rather sorry for the fellows teria that cause perspiration odor. daily. So sure, so safe for normal skin. Safe for 
clothes. Gentle Mum is certified by the Amer- 


ican Institute of Laundering. Won't rot or dis- 
color even your finest fabrics. 


No waste, no drying out. The on/y leading 




















who must be going through some fast 
paces to keep everybody happy. They 
will certainly qualify for diplomatic 

















Photo (left), shows active odor bac- 


careers if they come out on top of this totha, Caate bebe, cher abies deodorant that contains no water to dry out or 
adventure. It could be that everybody Mum, shows bacteria —, decrease its efficiency. Delicately fragrant new 
is having fun. However, if I were you a a cana che Mum is usable, wonderful right to the bottom of 
I would solve the problem by seeking besterta as dosen't sive underarm the jar. Get a jar today and stay nice to be near! 





















other male § (Continued on Page 65) A Product of Bristol-Myers 








Lezema made my hands so sore 
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Rub it in 


RUB ODOR OUT! 
kind of r 


and odor. 


for norma 


2 





When the green 
color vanishes 


ALL ODOR IS GONE! 


sold 


with CHLOROPHYLL 


RUB IT IN! 
3) RUB ODOR OUT! 


Every day — rub it in—rub odor out! When the 
green color vanishes, underarm odor is gone . . . you 
know you're safe! New Arrid with Chlorophyll 
deodorizes instantly on contact ... gives you a new 


could hardly work! 


““My job is in a machine shop keeping 
tools and motors cleaned and oiled. 
Eczema broke out on my hands, made 
them so painful I could hardly work. 
The oils, greases and grinding materials 
made my hands worse. A friend of mine 
told me to try Black and White Oint- 
ment. After the first application the dis- 
comfort of my hands was relieved. I 
could hardly believe it. I’m happy on 
the job now...and I keep Black and 
White Ointment right with me, ready 
to use any time I need it.”’ 


Willie Gary, Detroit, Michigan 


GET FAST RELIEF—TODAY! 


If you suffer itchy misery of black- 
heads, acne, eczema, simple ring- 


Ointment. Three money-saving 
sizes, 25¢, 60¢, 85¢. To cleanse skin, 
use Black and White Skin Soap. 


ove worm, use Black and White 
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ubbed-in protection against perspiration 
Rub it in daily to prevent the appearance 


of perspiration—to keep underarms dry and odorless. 


Arrid with Chlorophyll is mild, gentle — safe 


] skin and fabrics. Antiseptic. A smooth, 


pleasant vanishing cream. Preferred by 2 out of 3 

women over their regular deodorant. Get new Arrid 

with non-staining Chlorophyll. 
Approved American Institute of Laundering 


““ARRID 


with NON-STAINING 
CHLOROPHYLL 





plus tex 





Letters To 


“WHITE MAN IN THE FAMILY’ 


| have just read my first issue of TAN and 
must say that I enjoyed it very much. The rea- 
son | bought it was that I saw the title “White 
Man In The Family,” also the story of Ethel 
Waters, whom I admire very much. 

The reason I am writing is that I would like 
to say something to Delores Rivers of Bridge- 
port, Conn., who wrote on race mixing for 
solving the Negro problem. Her mind surely 
needs straightening. The human race has 
many colors and nationalities in it, but essen- 
tially, they are all the same. It is written that 
out of one blood, God created all nations. 

Whenever the people of this world come to 
realize that fact, then there will be no problem 
of color or nationality. Our Declaration of 
Independence states that “all men are created 
equal.” I am a so-called white. 

Gilbert J. Kindig 
Philadelphia 


A few days ago I saw and bought my first 
copy of TAN and thoroughly enjoyed every bit 
of it because I found it to be clean, instructive 
and inspiring. I especially liked the story 
“White Man In The Family.” 

I’m a native southerner and all my ances- 
tors, from colonial times until the death of 
my parents, lived in the south, and I’m a 
grandson of two confederate veterans, but [ 
don’t believe in “Talmadge-ism” nor “Byrnes- 
ism.” I believe in giving every godly human 
being his or her God-given rights. And if 
every white family in America would read TAN 
(with unbiased minds) our country would 


soon be better off. 
Grady Graham 
Seneca, S. C. 


I have been a reader of TAN for quite a 
while. | must say a few words about the story 
“White Man In The Family,” in the July issue. 
The story should be an example to every per- 
son who is thinking along “mixed marriage” 
lines. Mixed marriages just don’t work. 

[ am a student attending the Henderson 
Business College here in Memphis. We are 
not taught to be prejudiced, but we are taught 
to use judgment. 

Icy Dee Frison 
Memphis, Tenn. 


I have just finished reading the July issue 
of TAN, and the story I enjoyed most was 
“White Man In The Family.” 

When are people going to drop their smug 
attitudes about other people being different? 
There is no race but the human race, and 
when people begin to accept that fact, the 
world will be at peace. 

Jonnie Davis 
Chicago 


TEEN TALK 


Congratulations to Jane Walters’ “Teen Talk” 
in the July issue of TAN. Her appeal to the 
Negro race to “quit clowning” is good advice 
to an admirable group of people who are 
bravely seeking their proper place in _ the 
American society. Young Negroes will do 
well to adhere to this advice; and I am speak- 
ing from the viewpoint of the majority for I 
am white—and I am from the South. 

| have long been interested in the colored 
race and have great respect for such notable 
Negroes as James Weldon Johnson and George 
Washington Carver. There are certain color- 
ful traits of the Negro culture which | hope 
will never be lost or “chucked overboard,” but 
public display of antics is a disgrace to this 
beautiful culture and to the Johnsons and 
Carvers who have done so much to further the 
Negro race and its culture. 

So to these “teenagers,” I’d like to say 
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The Editor 


along with Jane Walters, don’t destroy the 
ogress made for you by such of your own 
people as Ethel Waters, Marian Anderson, Joe 
Louis and a long list of others too numerous 
to name. Be proud, for you can be—and 
justly so. 
John R. Wiggins 
Washington 


I am a constant reader of TAN, and I wish 
to compliment your remarkable magazine. | 
have written once before, but the stories in the 
July issue were so interesting I decided to 
write again. 

Your “Teen Talk” was really wonderful. 
One thing, it helps a lot of our teen-agers 
throughout life. One other point I liked that 
was so well brought out, is that the majority 
of the teen-agers don’t use the right time and 
place for dancing, etc. Hope you will con- 
tinue to give our teen-agers needed informa- 
tion. 

Margaret Marie Adams 
Stokes, N. C. 


Thanks a million for TAN’s July Teen 
Talk. Our women are too lovely and our 
men too handsome to be the clown queens 
and kings of any American city street corner. 
Our enemies are searching for more sound rea- 
sons to perpetuate second class citizenship for 
us, but are being furnished all the evidence 
they need by us. 

And personally I feel we are no less civilized 
than other mortals. But we'll have to prove 
it in no uncertain terms. As long as we walk 
and talk like irresponsible kids, we’ll be in- 
sulted all over the place. 

James T. Rogers 
Six Mile, S. C. 


‘I KILLED MY WIFE’ 


I enjoy reading TAN and I especially en- 
joyed “I Killed My Wife,” in the July issue. 
This story opened my eyes and gave me some- 
thing to think about for I have had the same 
experience with my wife. I once thought I’d 
rather see her head than continue to go 
through life as I have but now I’m beginning 
to realize that two wrongs won’t make one 
right. My wife’s life is sweet to her so it’s 
best that I let her have her way and try to 
forget her although it hurt me very much for 
I love her and hate to share her with another 


man. 
A. H. J. 
Geneva, N. Y. 


ETHEL WATERS 


I wish to commend the wonderful stories 
you print, especially the one in the July issue, 
“Tragic Love Live of Ethel Waters.” My 
mother and I buy TAN and pass it around 
among the girls in my group. We don’t miss an 
issue. 

Earline Nixon 
Slidell, La. 


JOYCE BRYANT 


I enjoy reading TAN. I think that some 
things in it are good, some are bad. For one 
thing, the picture of Joyce Bryant was very 
bad. I know her very well. She is one of 
the world’s greatest singers and is very sexy. 

t’s have some more on J.B. but better 
pictures on everything. 
Ned Williams 


New York, N. Y. 
‘ALL-GIRL SCHOOLS’ 


I have been a reader of TAN over two 

years and think it’s tops. This is my first time 

to write. I want to congratulate you on 

Should All-Girls Schools Be Abolished? | 
want you to keep the good work up. 

Rosia Lee Edwards 

Deatsville, Ala. 





Important- especially if you can't brush after every meal ! 





New Ipana 


Destroys Decay and 
Bad-Breath Bacteria 





scientists proved that 
reg = after-meal brushing 
with new Ipana reduces 
mouth bacteria — including 
bacteria that cause decay and 
bad breath—by an average 


of 84%. 
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Even one brushing can sop bad breath all day!” 






Every brushing fights tooth decay! 


Dentists say it’s best to brush after every 
meal... and we agree. But when this is 
inconvenient, you can still get wonder- 
ful results with new white Ipana. 


*For instance, a single brushing with new 
Ipana stops most unpleasant mouth odor 
for even 9 hours. Even after eating (ex- 
cept, of course, onions or garlic). Labora- 
tory tests proved it. 

What's more, every brushing with new 
Ipana fights tooth decay. It removes bac- 
teria that form the acids that eat into your 





teeth and cause cavities. So to fight tooth 
decay effectively, use new Ipana regularly 
—after meals when you can. 

And don’t forget your gums. Brushing 
your teeth with Ipana from gum margins 
toward biting edges helps remove irritants 
that can lead to gum troubles. 

With all these benefits, Ipana now has a 
new, more refreshing flavor. Thousands of 
families liked it 2 to 1 for taste. 

We're sure you and your children will 
like it, too. Get new, white Ipana today. 
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Ne. 311 
LACE 8E-BOP $495 
Gergeous laminated Genu- 
ine zyl with inlaid black 
lace, PINK crystal or BLUE 
crystal frames. 






b6-80P* PERSONALITY GLASSES 


IN’ CLEAR 


ALL 





a ee | 


orienta. — SQTS 


Genuine optical Zyl. Light 
or dork tortoise shell. Black, 
bive or pink crystal frames. 





Ne. 519 
MEN'S GOLDEN $695 
Genvine yl, gold plated 


trim. Brown or Black frames. 


Ne. 219 
Same as above in deluxe 
GOLD FILLED trim. 





Ne. 520A 
LACE BEAUTY $295 
Colorful lightweight Brown 


Shell, Bive or Green frame. 





Ne. SI16A 

SPARKLE DESSY $495 
Foke diamonds on top rim. 
Amber or brown frames. 










Ne. SITA 

DATE BAIT $395 
14K Gold plated bow-knots 
and rims. Black, Brown, Bive 
or Pink Pearl frames. 


















style Brown Shell, 
Rana or Pink Peart 





WHITE OR GREEN LENSES. 





All with Leatheratte case 
end tens cleaner. 


Me. 322 $695 > 


with, 
i- 















Genvine nn zyl 
gold plated trim. 
Amber Brown of Black 


frames. 
$g95 


~ 222 
Same as above in deluxe 
GOLD FILLED trim. 
















DAISY MAE $3 95 


Mother-of-Pearl daisy orna- 
ments with fake diamond 
insets. Shell or Black frames. 













No. 267 (ledies') 
petuxe B8OB-TOPS 

thos rors $495 
Genvine optical two - tone 
Dark Tortoise Shell 


“No. 266 (men's size) 


uate aan $495 


Genuine Optical Zyl, straight 
-top. Tortoise Shell Black or Zyl. 
Brown frames. 





Ne. $15 
GLITTER BOP-TOP 


Ne. 314 
MISS BROADWAY $495 
Rimless gold plated frame. 
Eor pieces in Black, Brown, 


on $395 
Black, brown, bive or pink 


pearl frames. Gold plated 
decorations front and sides. 


Pink or Bive Pearl. Lens 
colors — Clear, Green, Bive 


or Rose Tint. 
HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 








SEND FOR FREE CATALOG 
BE SAFE! BUY FROM 


AN 


OPTICAL COMPANY 


1O DAY TRIAL! *Reg. 


SEND NO MONEY — 10 DAY 
postman pius postage 
poy all postag: MONEY 





or send money and wit 


BACK GUARANTEE 








203V Market St ie. ae 


Newark 











HERMAN OPTICAL CO. 
203V Market S$t., Newark 2, N. J. 


Please send C.0.D. 
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By Helen Siaes 


HE STAR TIDES of October are 

stimulating to all birthdays with em- 
phasis upon those persons born under 
the signs of Aries, Cancer, Libra and 
Capricorn. For the present, Libra has 
the spotlight and presents a much im- 
proved, more pleasant and fortunate 
outlook than it has for several years past. 

Reason for this is that Jupiter, the 
planet of good fortune, is now in the 
sign Gemini, shedding its beneficial 
rays. Birthdays under Gemini and 
Aquarius also receive the full advantages 
of these present brighter prospects. Con- 
sidering the present variety of planetary 
relationships, one may well expect many 
happenings and allurements to divert 
one’s interest and attention. 
This means that one should plai: care- 
fully, 
in order to reap the full benefits, good 


with a definite purpose in mind 


fortune and good results that are attain- 
able at this time. By good fortune is 
meant obtaining a new job or gaining 
advancement in the present job, and for 
those self-employed, the realization of 
definite business gains. 

Some “good luck” breaks may be 
realized by those with birthdays from 
June 13th to 21st. This applies to those 
whose birthdays are from August 13th 
to 22nd and February 12th to 28th. The 
signs are well disposed for earnings and 
other financial gains for those who stick 
to their tasks and observe moderation in 
their living habits. 

October is also a high-pressure month 
for romance, with courtship and love 











affairs bloom- (Continued on Page 56) 
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By Dan Burley 


PEAKING of starmakers, Earl (Fatha) Hines, is still 

tops. He’s made or developed more headliners than 
any Negro in the entertainment field. Among his numer- 
ous proteges who went on to fame and fortune: Billy 
Eckstine, Sarah Vaughan, Teddy Wilson, Dizzy Gillespie, 
Herb Jeffries, the Berry Brothers, Valaida Snow, Ida 
James, Son & Sonny, Jess Stacey, the fabulous white 
piano wizard; Johnny Hartman, alto sax ace George Dor- 
man (Scoops) Carry, now a successful Chicago lawyer; 
Benny Green, world’s greatest “modern” trombonist; 
Charlie (Yardbird) Parker, arranger Jimmy Mundy, 
bandleader Budd Johnson, Katherine Perry, Lonnie Satin, 
the newest crooning sensation at Chicago’s Club DeLisa, 
and Baby Hines. Art Tatum admits he got much of his 
technique listening to the master. 


000 


Lionel Hampton leads the field as creator of future 
bandleaders and the greatest of tenor saxophonists. 
“Graduates” from his bands: Arnett Cobb, Illinois 
Jacquet, Milt Buckner, Irving Ashby, Herbie Fields, the 
white bandmaster; Jack McVey, Dexter Gordon, Karl 
George, Duke Garrett, Joe Newman, Ernie and Marshall 
Royal, Vernon Alley, Junior Parker, Charlie Fowlkes, the 
baritone star; vocalists “Crying Jimmy” Scott and blues 
queen Dinah Washington. 


000 


Chandu, The Magician, has finally worked out the hair- 
raising stunt to lift all wigs. It’s a “live cremation” deal 
in which he is placed in a casket, run through a fiery 
furnace and when the ashes of the coffin emerge on the 
other side, Chandu is found lying untouched and un- 
harmed by the flames flat on his back. 


©0000 


When the bands hit the roads to Dixie and the “cotton 
patch-tobacco barn” one-nighter circuits, it’s Sonny 
Thompson every time as top-drawing card among the blues 
combos. The creator of Long Gone, Parts 1 and 2, Late 
Freight and a long line of hit discs, has parlayed his 
authentic Chicago “house rent” party piano into a gold- 
plated vogue along with his singing discovery, svelte Lula 
Reid. 

One grateful ofay in Sweetwater, Texas, where 
Sonny (his real name i: Alfonso) played a “white 
dance,” came up to the bandstand at intermission 
and handed Sonny a jug. (Continued on Page 96) 


























‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly soothes the 
hurt and helps to promote quick heal- 
ing . . . protects against infection when 
the skin is broken. Of course, if the 
burn is serious, always see your doctor. 
It’s also good for: 


@Work-Sore Hands—Apply before 
and after work. Soothes, relieves sore- 
ness. Makes clean-up easier, too. 


@ Irritated Nasal Passages— Protects 
from dust and fumes. 


@ Babies’ Tender Skin—Protects ten- 
der skin from irritation. Excellent for 
diaper rash, too. 





Try a jar today! 


Remember ‘Vaseline’ Hair Tonic and 
pc ‘Vaseline’ Cream Hair Tonic for well- 
~* groomed hair that stays well groomed. 





VASELINE is the registered trade mark of the 
Chesebrough Mfg. Co., Cons’d 


en after five husbands, Stell had no intention of turning 
r back upon marriage, but before taking another plunge, 
she wanted to be sure of the result. 


»!'VORCE GRANTED,” the judge 


intoned, and I was a free woman 


under Ross, my attorney, gave a 

lipped, “Thank you, your honor,” 

my arm and led me from the 

room. “Let’s get out of here,” he 
me in a gruff voice. 

hat’s the rush, Lee?” I asked. 

worst is over now.” 

he maintained a grim silence un- 
were out in the corridor of the 
, where a small group of report- 

d photographers pressed around 
tried to fend them off. 
comment, fellows,” he said. 

on, give her a break.” 

w about giving us a break, Mrs. 


’ one of the men said to me, 


ignoring Lee completely. “This sets 
some kind of record, doesn’t it?” 

“Why, I don’t know what you mean,” 
I said archly, although I did not find 
all the attention unpleasant. 

“Dinah Washington’s only had four 
husbands, while you’ve had five,” the 
reporter insisted. “Our readers would 
like to know if you’re shooting at Tom- 
my Manville’s record.” 

Lee tugged at my arm. “Stella, | 
strongly advise against any cheap pub- 
licity or—” 

“At least I can be polite,” I told him. 
“The newspapers have already played 
up this whole thing and I might as well 
make a statement so people can get my 
side of it.” - 

“You're a good sport, Mrs. Ogden,” a 
photographer (Continued on Page 51) 
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You Gan Have That 
Lighter, Brighter Look 
In Just One Week 


Stop missing out on fun and hap- 
piness because of dull, dark skin! 
Your skin can look shades lighter, 
smoother, softer—in just 7 days— 
when you use famous Black and 
White Bleaching Cream! Its bleach- 
ing action works directly on the 
layer in your skin where color is 
regulated. Use as directed and come 
into the glow of a brighter, lighter, 
lovelier skin in just 7 days. 


Costs so 
little! 
Start your 
7-day test 
today. 
35¢, 60¢ 
at all drug 
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Lovelier Longer 


NOW! 
in 
One 
Treatment 


your hair looks 





Famous Triple-Action Kotalko 
Contains 3 Tested Ingredients. 
Guaranteed To Amaze You 
In 10 Days— Or Money Back ! 





Your hair will look longer—lovelier if you treat it properly. Get after scaly 
embarrassing dandruff flakes—avoid cracking, splitting ends that keep hair 
hort and coarse. And be sure to use KOTALKO regularly. 


Contains 8 Tested Ingredients 


Famous KOTALKO Ointment contains 
idrous Lanolin — the closest thing to 
tural hair oils that science has devised; 
dicated Sulphur —so well known to 

doctors; Oleo-Resin Capsicum and 
e other tested ingredients to start you on 

road to longer-looking, lovelier hair 
ht now! 


10 Day Money-Back Guarantee 


No matter what you may now be using 
matter how disappointed you may 
vith your present treatment, just try 
Use Kotalko as directed now for ten 
- if at the end of 10 days you are 
absolutely thrilled with the lovelier 
er-looking length of your hair — your 
1ey will be returned to you with no 
estions asked. 


Get More For Your Money 
With Full-Strength, Triple Action 


KOTALKO 


AT ALL GOOD DRUGSTORES 








From Coast-to-Coast 
Beauty Specialists 
Praise Famed KOTALKO 


From Hollywood to New York, noted 
beauty specialists like Goldie Lewis of New 
York say: “I use Kotalko for everything from 
dry scalp to hair burned from hot irons!” 


Now you too can gain these beauty shop re- 
sults—right in the comfort of your own home 
—with amazing, fast-working KOTALKO— 
in just ten days or money back! 





This Carton Contains the 
REAL KOTALKO 


(FOR THE SCALP \ 
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dorvey City 2, N. J. 
Net Weight 135 Ox. 
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By James Goodrich 


OUIS ARMSTRONG iis easily the 
most remarkable jazz artist per- 
forming on records today. Recording 
for more than three decades now, the 
venerable trumpet king, with the gravel- 
like vocals, has consistently been a hot 
favorite on wax down through the years. 
He is perhaps hotter today than ever 
before. On Decca, he has currently made 
record hit charts with no less than a half 
dozen offerings. One of his most recent 
releases, a coupling of April in Portugal 
and Ramona, landed on the best seller 
lists within a week or so after it was first 
marketed. 

The Armstrong appeal on recordings 
is by now a well-known pattern. He 
sings a catchy song, blows a pretty horn. 
Playing an authentic New Orleans style 
on his instrument, Satchmo has become 
world famed for his originality of ideas 
and clarity of tone. 

Armstrong’s contemporary stuff on 
wax is being recorded mostly with studio 
bands under the baton of Sy Oliver, 
former Jimmy Lunceford trumpet star 
and now arranger for Decca. 

Louis is one of the most prolific per- 
formers in the annals of the recording 
business. Any month he is good for at 
least one release. In making records, 
Louis has been cast with all sorts of 
musical aggregations, beginning with 
King Oliver Creole Band in 1923. Yet, 
his performance has never come off 
sloppy. (Continued on Page 77) 
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how he proposed 


BY MRS. COOTIE WILLIAMS 


EOPLE HAVE often said that there 

are no perfect men. With that, I will 
agree, but at the same time I would like 
to say that in my husband, Cootie, I 
have as perfect an example of a “good 
husband” as any woman would want to 
find anywhere in the world. 

When I was a little girl, I often 
thought that when the day arrived for 
me to say the words “I do” in front of 
a minister and my mate slipped a ring 
on my finger, that my choice of a hus- 
band would be something like the fic- 
tion stories I had heard on the radio 
or read about in magazines. 

But as I grew older, I discovered that 
no two women have the same opinion of 
any man, whether he be their boy friend 
or husband. The few fellows that I kept 
company with preceding my marriage to 
Cootie on October 28, 1929, all differed. 
Some were witty and good conversa- 
tionalists, others dressed well and were 
adept at my favorite hobbies, dancing 
and fishing. 

When Cootie and I first met it was 
just one of those casual affairs. Johnny 
Hodges, a fine alto saxman (who was 
with Duke Ellington’s band at the time 
at the Cotton Club on Lenox Avenue), 
his wife, Bertha, at that time (they’re 
now divorced and Johnny has since re- 


married), and I were good friends. 

I stopped by their house one night to 
pick up Bertha to go to work as we both 
were hostesses at the Savoy Ballroom. 
Cootie, who was then with Duke, 
had stopped by to wait for Johnny. 
We were introduced and made with 
minor conversation about the weather, 
etc. 

I saw him again about a week later 
on the street and we stopped in a res- 
taurant together for a sandwich. When 
he learned that I didn’t have a steady 
beau, he started phoning me, or escort- 
ing me home from the Savoy. 

One night about seven months later 
we were seated in my kitchen and he 
had just finished a cup of coffee. Sud- 
denly, without batting an eye, he looked 
straight at me and said: “Let’s get mar- 
ried.” It was just like that without bene- 
fit of a big buildup or the “I love you 
madly” routine. 

Outwardly, I hadn’t given him an in- 
dication of my deep affection for him, 
but something kept jumping up and 
down inside that kept telling me that I 
was more than fond of the guy. I told 
him that I couldn’t accept or give him 
a positive answer because my mother, 
Mrs. Cora Jewel, was ill then and I was 
her sole support. (Continued on Page 72) 
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25c a day Keeps Calendar Up-to-date 
Also Totals Amount Saved! 


How would you like to save almost 
$100.00 a year in quarters without ever 
missing them? Would you like to have 
money for Christmas or birthday gifts, 
appliances, clothes, vacations, children’s 
education, or just for a rainy day? Most 
people never get around to saving, but 
now, with the new miracle Banclok Date 
and Amount Bank, it’s fun to save a 
quarter every day — and 
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save DOUBLE. Order now direct from moker. 
SEND NO MONEY 
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C.0.D. for 10-day trial. Guaronteed to show you a 
profit in only 8 days or Money Back. 
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LEECRAFT—Dept. 10-TN 
300 Albany Ave., Brooklyn 13, N. Y. 
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conquers itching 
misery of eczema, 
ringworm, rashes, 
pimples and other 





You can’t really enjoy life when you 
are dragged down by those awful irri- 
tations. So don’t risk letting that ugly 
itching distress go on for another day. 
There’s an easy, proven way to help 
your poor troubled skin! 

FAMOUS SKIN MEDICINE 
Palmer’s SKIN SUCCESS Ointment usu- 
ally makes a big, wonderful difference 
in such cases. Thousands know from ac- 

F- tual experience how 
fF atnens } it goes right to work 
wee to give fast, blessed 
relief to your upset 
and tortured skin. 
There’s just noth- 
ing like it! Because only SKIN SUCCESS 
Ointment gives you the benefit of this 
great skin-prescription formula, tested 
by a noted physician. It really works. 
Small size only 25¢. Regular 75¢ size 
gives you four times as much. 


HOW TO TAKE CARE OF YOUR COMPLEXION 
The deep-acting medicated foam of 
SKIN SUCCESS SOAP 
fights off aggrava- 
tion of ugly pim- 
ples, blackheads, 
rashes caused by surface skin germs. 
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LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 


fascinating field. Design own wara- 
robe at considerable saving. Gain 
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TEEN 
TALK 






By Jane Walters 


ie IS PROBABLY only once in every 

purple moon that many teentimers 
skid to a stop in the offices of their high 
school vocational guidance counselors 
and sit down to talk about their futures. 
And that’s a pity, because these VCG’s 
are really eager to set your little flat feet 
on the road to success and happiness and 
loot and all sorts of delightful things like 
that. 

One of the very wonderful things 
about these folk is that they’re giving 
away their advice free of charge to you 
young’uns, and you can’t beat a deal 
like this. Usually, everything that is 
good bears a price tag. Even fresh air 
and sunlight cost dough in some parts 
of the land. 

For years now, you’ve probably been 
changing ambitions, switching goals, 
about as fast as a roller coaster can race 
up and down one of those inclines. But 
now as you enter high school, or finish 
up that last year of work that will get 
you out of it, you had better make up 
your agile mind rather definitely about 
where you are going and how you intend 
to get there. 

This is where the vocational guidance 
counselor can be of help. First of all, 


the VCG will help you size yourself up, 


make you aware for the first time in your 
umteen years of what your abilities and 
potentialities are. Every human being 
has certain good points which he can 
parlay into capital, and some shortcom- 
ings which ought to be put on the red- 
ink side of the ledger. Do you know 
what yours are? 

Chances are, you have been having 
so much fun that you haven’t given «t 
too much thought. But when you walk 


out of that high school auditorium with 
a diploma clutched in your hand, you’re 
going to be expected to have a pretty 
clear idea of what you can do, what you 
cannot do, and what you could possibly 
learn to do if you put your mind to it. 


There are a number of methods of de- 
ciding upon a career. One is to look 
back over some of the courses you’ve 
already taken and pick out the ones you 
liked the best and with which you had 
the most success. Then, like a lady shop- 
ping for a new hat, or a man for a tie, 
imagine yourself in one of these fields. 
Ask yourself how it would be to do that 
kind of work for the rest of your life. 
Don’t begin this by assuming that work 
will be all peaches and cream for you, 
or that you will meet with astounding 
success right off the bat. 

Things don’t ordinarily happen that 
way. Decide whether you are willing to 
spend years doing the serious study that 
some careers require, whether you are 
willing to work for a small sum while 
you learn the ropes, whether you have 
the temperament for the job. Look into 
the rewards and bad points of each 
career. A vocational counselor can give 
you the low-down on many of them. 

While you’re doing this sleuthing, test 
some of these careers for wearability. 
You can do this in high school by join- 
ing special-interest clubs, touring the 
places where your type of work is done, 
talking to people in the business about 
its virtues and vices. If you’re the liter- 
ary type, invade the inner sanctum of 
the school’s journalism society; if you're 
business minded, join the business club; 
if you’re a would-be scientist, band to- 
gether with others who tinker with test 
tubes. 

Gear your program of study toward 
your final goal and take as many courses 
as you can which will equip you to reach 
it. But don’t overlook other subjects 
which, while unrelated to your field, will 
broaden your knowledge of the world 
around you. Before working up your 
study schedule, talk your interests over 
with the VCG and get him or her to help 
you in assembling it. 

If possible, (Continued on Page 76) 
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Although he was only 17, James thought that he could han- 


dle mature women the same way his uncle did, but when his 


first efforts failed, he worked out his own system. 


IND ’EM, fool ’em, and forget ’em!” 

That’s the way to handle women, Cal- 
vin always said, and, being an impres- 
sionable teen-ager, I took everything he 
said to heart and tried to imitate him 
in every way. Calvin, you see, was my 
uncle, who had sent for me to come and 
live with him in Detroit shortly after my 
parents died. 

To look at him, you’d never have 
thought that he was my father’s brother; 
we lived the carefree life of a couple of 
bachelors in Calvin’s apartment on Ken- 
ilworth Avenue. 

He was almost twice my 17 years, but 
was a good-looking guy and a sharp 
Everybody said that we could 
pass for brothers. He had left St. Louis 
when I was still a kid in knee pants, but 


dresser. 


when he learned that Grandma had taken 
over the rearing of my sisters and me, 
Calvin said that he’d be glad to take 
me off her hands. 

He worked at an auto plant and offered 
to help me get a start. He met me at the 
bus depot in a late model convertible 
and | think we both got a pleasant sur- 
prise when he picked me up at the 
Travelers Aid booth. 

I was standing with my brand new 
suitcase clutched in my hands, while the 
woman in the Travelers Aid uniform 
tried to reach Calvin on the telephone to 
let him know that I had arrived. I 
guessed that the tall, brown-skinned man 
approaching the booth was Calvin, be- 


cause he had what Grandma called the 
“Brewster forehead”—high and rounded 
—that made the men in our family look 
smart even if the opposite was generally 
true. 

“That you, James?” he asked, peering 
closely at me. 

“Uncle Calvin?” 

“Hey, old buddy!” he laughed, tak- 
ing my hand and pounding me on the 
back, “You sure fooled me. Bertha told 
me not to expect some little kid.” 

“Bertha? Are you married, Uncle 
Calvin?” 

“Married? Don’t wish that bad luck 
on me! Bertha’s one of my—girl friends, 
I guess you'd call her.” He took my 
suitcase. “How’s everything back home? 
How’s Mama?” 

“Grandma’s doing fine,” I told him. 
“She says for you to take care of your- 
self.” 

“Mama ought to know by now that her 
baby is taking real good care of himself. 
Come on, I’ll show you,” he said. He 
thanked the Travelers Aid lady and led 
the way out to the parking lot. Sitting 
in the front seat of a sky blue converti- 
ble was a fine-looking woman, and when 
we got closer I saw that she was wear- 
ing a playsuit that couldn’t have been 
any briefer and still be legal. Involun- 
tarily, a low whistle escaped me. 

“Not bad, hunh?” Calvin said under 
his breath. “But just wait until you 


see some (Continued on Page 73) 








it. Plenty money to spend. You got 
od deal, sugar. Make the most of 
ist like you have been.” 
le stooped over to kiss me. I turned 
face away. Joe laughed softly and 
t out of the door, down the steps. I 
d the motor of his Cadillac purring. 
n he was gone. 
thought about my suitcases, packed 
eady, upstairs in the closet. Joe 
alled my bluff. Would I have the 
ength to go through with my threat 
eave him? Obviously, he didn’t be- 
I would, now that he had walked 
lefiantly. I myself doubted the ex- 
f my will power. How would I get 
g without Joe? He was my life, my 
reason for being. 
yr three years now, I have loved him 
e all else on earth. For three years 
ve become increasingly dependent 
; companionship, the excitement of 
x loved by him, the security of his 
But, for one of those three years 
he last one—the contentment and joy 
ing his wife has been slowly ebbing 
During that time I have been 
d to share him with another woman. 













































& 
k 
aced with the alternative of giving up a life izec 
his 
of luxury or sharing her husband with the il 
ee! 
ich, white woman who employed him, Carol “i 
evil 
made the only decision a real wife could make. my 
N 
F YOU walk out of that door to- to f 
night, Joe, I’m through, finished. to d 
s time I mean it,” ] screamed. get 
ly husband smiled the hateful, know- wall 
mile which had become so horribly of « 
iliar. 
You don’t mean it, baby,” he an- 
red tauntingly. “What would you do “Yo 
hout me? Besides, how come you’re doul 
ing so high and mighty all of a sud- Don 
You knew about me and. old lady ing : 
une all along. You’ve been getting “s 
cut. Nice home, nothing to worry 
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Husband 


Forced? That’s not true. In the civil- 
ized world of today, no man can force 
his wife into as horrible a situation as 
that to which I have submitted. It has 
been my own pitiable weakness, my blind 
devotion to him—yes—my selfish love 
for luxury which made me enter into the 
evil partnership of a triangle inyolving 
my own husband. 

Now that I am being honest enough 
to face that fact, will I be woman enough 
to do something about it, to go upstairs, 
get my luggage, phone for a cab and 
walk out of Joe’s life into the fresh air 
of decency and self-respect? Or will I 








allow this decaying passionate love for 
him to keep me enslaved to a life of sub- 
sidized shame? 

Leaving Joe isn’t going to be easy, 
not because I love him so desperately, 
but also because of the debt of gratitude 
I’ll always owe him for the new life he 
gave me the night I met him three and 
a half years ago. 

That was the night I decided to kill 
myself, 

No balanced person decides on the 
spur of the moment to end his life. My 
tragic decision had its roots buried deep 
—a long time ago. .. . 














“You two-timing, cheating, 
double-crossing gigolo! 
Don’t stand there pretend- 
ing you care about me. Go 
back downtown to your 
boss, your lover...” 



















































































| png MY EARLIEST school days on 

Chicago’s South Side I remember the 
cruel remarks—cruel because they were 
true—which other children made about 
me at every opportunity. 


“Jeanie’s mother runs a house,” they 


taunted. 

“Jeanie’s mother picks up men,” they 
hooted. 

I got my little face scratched up timé 
and again, trying to make my tormentors 
take back their insults. Many a day I 
ran home, crying to mom, refusing to 
tell her why. The numerous encounters 
schooled me in taking care of myself, 
scratching other faces instead of getting 
mine scratched. 

With my determined little fists, I fixed 
it so that no one in the neighborhood 
dared taunt me again. I had no enemies 
who dared challenge me soon—and | 
had no friends, for 1 was much too 
ashamed of myself and what I came 
from to allow anyone to get close to me. 

At a time when I should have been 
concerned with innocent pleasures of 
childhood, I knew the meaning of the 
riotous goings-on late at night in our 
Calumet Avenue apartment. I could 
analyze in frightening detail the comings 
and goings at unorthodox hours of stri- 
dent-voiced women and roistering men. 
I had learned how to let the unshed tears 
build up inside of me and fester into a 
sore of hatred for my coarse, good-time- 
loving mother to whom I was more of a 
silly little pet than a daughter. 

In my early teens I began planning to 
get away from the sordid atmosphere of 
that apartment for, to add to one shame 
of her immoral way of living, my mother 
had found other ways to torture me. Her 
own guilt and her sense of my quietly 
accusing knowledge drove her to attempt 
to bribe me with the best clothes and a 
generous amount of spending change. 

The one grim satisfaction I got out of 
life was refusing to accept stylish things 
she bought for me, rejecting any of the 
money she offered me except for things 
I actually had (Continued on Page 66) 
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WAR BRIDE 


When Lilo married an American Negro soldier, she dreamed of a home and happiness with 
him and their children in the U. S. Now the threat of deportation to her native Germany 
may spoil it all. 


BY MRS. LILO PATRICK 





M* NAME IS Lilo Patrick and I am a pure-blooded 

German girl, 20 years old. married to an American 
Negro. We have two children, Eleanor, 4, who was born 
in my homeland, and Gabrielle, now six months old, who 
was born in the City Hospital here at Akron, Ohio. 

We own our home in the suburbs and some of the mod- 
ern conveniences which a home should contain. My hus- 
band, Daniel Patrick, a World War II veteran. has a good 
job at the Goodyear Tire and Rubber Company, but there 
is one dark cloud which threatens to mar our future hap- 
piness. 

Any day now, I may be torn from my husband and sent 
back to Germany! You see, I entered the United States 
in September, 1952. on a visitor’s visa and it has expired! 
Good friends of ours at the International Center in Akron 
and elsewhere are working with the immigration authori- 
ties in a desperate effort to forestall this tragedy. * I will 
have heaven to thank if they succeed, for my husband 
Daniel and | are powerless to do anything more. 

I have no desire to go back to Germany. I simply want 
to stay here with the most wonderful husband in the world 
and my babies. The people at the center have been won- 
derful in helping us after Daniel was notified that I would 
have to go back to Germany and then apply for another 
visa to re-enter the U. S. 

That would not only mean a lot of expense, but it would 
make it terribly difficult for me. I would have to take the 
two children back with me and the doctor tells ‘me that I 
really need to have a minor operation performed and am 
in no condition to take such a long trip. 

Sometimes I wonder whether it is all just a bad dream. 
As far back as I can remember, life has been hard for me 
and now, just as I am on the threshold to peace and con- 
tentment, along comes something which threatens to make 
me the unhappiest woman in the world. 

Sitting here on the brand new davenport we just bought. 
I can look through the doorway into my shining white 
kitchen with its gleaming new electric refrigerator, a new 
spotlessly white stove and other gadgets which lighten a 
housewife’s burden. In the back yard we have more than 
500 baby chicks which represent,-what we hope to be, the 
nucleus for a profitable business venture of our own. 

Yet my heart is heavy as I wait anxiously for the official 
word which will tell me whether I can continue my present 
happy existence or whether I must break up housekeep- 


ing, give up my new-found happiness and return to Ger- 
many. 

Before I was permitted to enter this country, Daniel had 
to post $1,000 bond, promising to return me to Germany 
when my visa expired. He also had to purchase a one- 
way airline ticket to Germany for me.“ If and when all 
this immigration red tape is untangled. he will probably 
get all of this money back. 

_ 1 can’t understand it at all. My husband and one of 
my babies are American citizens by birth, so I don’t see 
why I can’t stay here with them without all of this fuss. 
But Daniel patiently explains that “rules are rules.” so I 
guess that there’s nothing I can do but to accept things 
as they are. 

But there is one bright spot in my life to which I cling 
like a drowning person to a straw. It consists of a chain 
of happy memories of the blissful days we have enjoyed 
together, both here and in my native land. 


WAS BORN Lisolette Englemann, but everyone called 


me Lilo. My mother had brought me up very strictly. 
Even though we were very. poor during World War II 
when my father was away fighting in Russia, she took 
care of my sister and me and somehow managed to get us 
enough to eat. She would sacrifice herself in order to get 
us the very few clothes that we had. We had no brothers. 

When Frankfurt was bombed, our entire school of kids 
was sent hurriedly away to the farm. That’s how we 
escaped being made Hitler Youth. We had to work hard 
on the farm but we never came face-to-face with the Nazi 
philosophy such as we would have had we remained in 
the city. 

When the first American soldiers marched into Frank- 
furt, we had been back home from the country for about 
two months. They were preceded by tanks. I was scared 
to death and hid in our apartment because | didn’t know 
whether the Americans would be friendly or not. 

One of my girl friends had come running in, all out of 
breath. - “Lilo, Lilo.” she shouted, “come out quick. 
There’re some funny soldiers coming up the street.” 

We went out and saw some of the American soldiers 
pulling candy out of their pockets and giving it to the 
kids. We knew then that we were all right. The soldiers 
were Negroes, members of the unit to which my future 


~ husband belonged. But I never thought at that time that 
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vould some day be in America as the 
of one of those dark, strange-look- 


> men. 


n school the next day, our teacher 
warned us: “Don’t go with them. They 





men in uniform gathered around the 
card tables and at the soda bar, didn’t 
even give me a passing glance as I 
walked through. I noticed how warm 
and comfortable the rooms were com- 





Because sympathetic citizens have become interested 
in her problem, Lilo stands a good chance of avoiding 


deportation but should she be sent back, Daniel 
insists that he will go with her. 


trange people. Have nothing to do 
h the Negro soldiers. They are crim- 


of the worst sort.” 


|| admit that at first I was scared of 
I was a very small girl—in fact, 

igh only about 100 pounds now 

1 am just a shade over five feet tall. 
kly, those men with their dark faces 


alled me. 


mother, as had most German 
nen of that era, had found a job 
king at the Army service club for 
o soldiers and my father got a job 
too when he returned from the 

| spoke not a word of English 
but one day when my parents went 
to the club to work, I ventured 

I was just curious 
| entered the door with fear and 


to see them. 


bling. 


[o my amazement, the big dark-faced 


Janiel and Lilo, shortl 


ya 


fter their 


red 


civil marriage ceremony in 
inkjurt, look happily to trip to America where they will be 
able to begin a new life in a home of their own. 





pared to our own rather bleak apart- 
ment. 

There was music and singing and 
everybody seemed so happy. These were 
the first sounds of mirth and joy that I 
had heard in months. In school, we 
kept long faces and at home it was a 
problem of getting enough to eat. So I 
began to go down to the club frequently 
when mother was there. 

I don’t remember when it was that I 
first noticed Daniel at his desk but I re- 
call that he was always smiling and 
cheerful—and sometimes he’d nod and 
smile and say a word or two in English 
that I didn’t understand. One day, 
though, when I was leaving, he followed 
me to the door. He stepped outside. I 
looked up and smiled at him and sud- 
denly I felt perfectly at home in his 
presence. He had the kindest eyes. 


£ 


He finally made me understand that 
he would like to go out with me that 
evening. He did it mostly by sign lan- 
guage, I believe. He walked along with 
me to a point where I could point out 
my apartment to him. I made a sign 
with the number, holding up my fingers. 
His kind eyes kept reassuring me. He 
knew enough words in German to say 
“tonight” and “eight o’clock” and some- 
how I understood that he wanted to 
meet me and take me out. 

I can’t describe my feelings as I put 
on my one good dress and prettied up 
for that first date. My mother would be 
gone all evening, I knew. Her job at 
the club was to check the men in and 
out. My father would also be working at 
that time. I knew that my mother would 
be furious with me, for she too had the 
German idea that we should never mix 
socially with Negroes. She liked Daniel 
a lot -as far as his work was concerned, 
but never dreamed that he would date 
her daughter. 

I was shaking like a leaf when Daniel 
came that night to take me to a movie. 
The theater was located in the heart of 
Frankfurt and we had to walk through 
rubble to reach it. All around there was 
destruction from the severe bombings 
to which the city had been subjected. 

I am sure that neither of us recalls 
today what the picture was that we saw 
that night. We were in love—at first 


Goodbye kiss before he leaves for work is a daily ritual with the 
Patricks. Now on night shift, Daniel has more time to help Lilo 
with the children and to do other household and outside chores. 
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sight, it seems. I had never had a boy 
friend before or even been out with a 
boy, but after I met Daniel, my whole 
world changed. 

He was so shy and bashful at first that 
he used to send my little sister, Mari- 
anne, who is now only 16, with messages 
to me asking if I would go to a movie 
with him. Daniel had a car—the first 
that I’d ever ridden in. He would ar- 
range to pick me up evenings at the 
apartment when he was off duty and my 
parents were at the service club. 

The first night I went out with him, 
he didn’t kiss me or even try. We just 
sat and held hands. Sometimes I would 
pack a lunch and we would ride up the 
country roads to a quiet spot and park. 
I had never before had any fun of the 
kind that girls in this country take for 
granted. 

Not until our fifth or sixth date did 
Daniel kiss me. “You’re the sweetest 
girl I ever saw and the littlest one,” he 
laughingly told me, and when he kissed 
me, all my prejudice and fear of Negroes 
seemed to vanish forever. But I felt no 
differently than if it had been a white 
boy kissing me. 

Afterwards, when he had begun to 

teach me English, he told me that he had 
resolved never to get married and al- 
ways to lead the life of a soldier until he 
saw “that wee, little girl in the service 
club.” Up to this time, he had fought 
against marriage, but now he wanted to 
get married and, | must admit, I was 
» just as anxious. 
But we had to keep our love to our- 
| selves. I continued to sneak out at night 
| when Mother and Dad were working. I 
© still didn’t dare tell them. “Please let 
me tell your folks,” Daniel would plead 
over and over again. I’d say: “Tomor- 
row we will really tell them,” but when 
tomorrow came, I’d get scared all over 
again and put it off another day. 

There was no real proposal, but each 
of us knew that we wanted no one else. 
I confided in my girl friends and they 
were not at all shocked about my going 
out with Daniel, but I was still scared 
to death of what my mother would think 
when she learned that I was going with 
a Negro man. She had always been so 
strict. I wasn’t worried about my father 
for he had liked Daniel the first time 
that he met him at the club. 

Meanwhile, Daniel was making in- 


quiries every- (Continued on Page 57) 
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Feeding chickens in back yard of their suburban home, Lilo looks forward to day when 
venture started last year can be expanded into a profitable business. Couple now has 500. 











~~ 


Happy family group includes Eleanor, now 4, and Gabrielle, 6 months, born in Akron 
hospital and automatically an American citizen. Eleanor speaks German and English. 







Getting mail from her mother and sister in Germany is still an important event in Lilo’s 
life so she scans each delivery closely for familiar handwriting and foreign postmarks. 





























WAI ORD 


AS a college girl, Jane soon discovered that she was 


Woetully ignorant of the facts of life but her eager- 


ness to increase her knowledge could have ended dis- 


astrously for her. 


BEGAN IN THE back seat of his 
ivertible, hidden a few yards from 
zhway in a forest of green and on 
id, dully moon-lit night. A cacoph- 
f sound, like a movie’s mood music 

background of a love story, 
with the mischievous, sometimes 
tive chirping of birds and ended 
hum and fury of speeding cars that 
| in the night, just a little way be- 


ove was handsome—truly built! 
it his eyes, which now were like 
ames, hot with desire, with lust, as 
s crushing arms, eager lips, and 
adventurous hands. 
jueezed me to him, bruising my 
his. My blood ran warm; a tingle 
omewhere in the unfathomable 
of me and fanned out through my 
ke showered sparks. I wanted 
itely to return his eagerness, his 
yanted so much—that is, the flesh 
wanted so much—to return kiss 
to go all the way of purest, most 
iove. 
something—a puzzling something 
er understood, held me _ back, 
to deny his wants and mine, 
ne to repel his advances and cry 
er ically : 
No! No! .. .” 
kept pressing in on me, almost in- 
t now seemed. 
I cried. “Let me go! I don’t 


was a change in his face, first 

then plain anger. 

u don’t want to?” he sneered, 
ig me. “Why you frigid little—” 
ed me hard across my face. 
as from afar, I heard someone 
ny name. 

It came faintly. 


Now the voice was closer, louder, ur- 
gent: “JANE!” 

I awakened sluggishly. My roommate, 
Julie Blair, was hovering over my bed, 
watching me worriedly. 

“Are you sick, Jane?” 

For a moment, the sudden end to my 
dream, the appearance of Julie instead of 
my evil lover, left me speechless. 

“No, I—I’m all right,” I managed to 
stammer after a moment. I arose from 
the bed to rest on my elbows, moist of 
body, perspiring as from fright. 

“Dreaming?” Julie asked. 

“Uh-huh.” 

“Was it good?” 

Embarrassment, anger and resentment 
flared in me. I answered her shortly: “It 
was horrible!” 

Julie didn’t like the tone of my voice; 
her concern for my well-being ended 
abruptly. “Okay, so you had a night- 
mare,” she said coldly. “You don’t have 
to bite my head off. I thought you were 
sick—or something—the way you were 
twisting and turning and shouting all 
over the place.” 

She turned quickly and went back to 
her bed. “You can turn out the light,” 
she said. “Good night.” 

“Good night,” I said. 

I wanted to apologize for speaking so 
foolishly, yet I couldn’t. Words seemed 
so inadequate. How could Julie under- 
stand? How could she know what it was 
like to endure a sex nightmare? She 
didn’t need dream lovers; she had the 
real thing. 

When I again glanced at Julie’s bed, 
she was sound asleep. A faint smile ca- 
ressed her face and I marvelled, with 
envy, that her life was always so pleasant, 
so interesting, so full of good things 
while mine was (Continued on Page 60) 





“Don't be seared, darling,” he said. “OV Danny Boy will 


’ take care of you. Don’t stiffen up like that. Don’t hold 


back.” 
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“You Should know that 1 lore vou 
more than anyone on earth.” he said 
tenderly. 


Her desire to capture a husband in the big city so overpow- 


ered Liz that she was willing to go the limit to get one, but 


one wild night of love altered her plan. 


T’S FUNNY how the mere thought of 
living in a big city can fascinate a 
small-town girl, how it can bedevil her 
sense of values, make her head swim in 
excitement, flutter her heart. The big 
city—the way it appears in movies and 
magazines, through the fancy stories of 
friends who’ve been there, with all of its 
glamor, places to go, things to do— 
seems like another world, like Utopia or 
a heaven on earth, when you're from 
the sticks. 

The unglamorous sticks! That was 
Morgan City. And, I was sick of it. Sick 
and tired of its rustic, unpainted store 
fronts; its dusty, unpaved streets; its 
ancient, hand-me-down movies; its calm, 
unchanging days; its Saturday night 
brawls; its Sunday morning hallelujahs; 
its drawling, hayseed boys dressed in 
bell-bottom trousers and ill-fitting, mail- 
order shoes. 

I wanted to get away from it all; I 
wanted to get up North to Chicago— 
to live, to drink deep from the fountain 
of perpetual fun, to worship at the 
shrine of the hep; and, yes, to find 
myself a city guy. 

I wanted a fellow who'd know the 
score from the first inning on; the kind 
of a guy who'd come through with a 
slam-banging homer when the chips 


were down; yet, a guy who, when the 
play was finesse, tenderness, or pure 
gentility, could make sweet music on my 
heartstrings—and make me like it. A 
guy like that, I figured, would have to 
be city-bred, not corn-fed! 

Sure, go ahead and tell me. I was a 
sucker, a corn-fed sucker myself. You’re 
right, but, that was a while ago. I’ve 
been to the big city, and the kind of 
thrill I was after is long gone. No longer 
does it bedazzle me; my heart has ceased 
its fluttering. If there’s any swimming 
in my head, it is the bewilderment of 
how one person can be so much a fool. 

Ask me about it today and I'll tell 
you: I’ve had my fill. Long ago I prayed 
to Heaven: “Lord, deliver me, if you 
can, back to the sticks whence I came; 
let me live, as is said in that poem, by 
the side of the road (by the side of a 
dusty, Morgan City road) and. . .” 

Oh, what’s the use of getting maudlin? 
The city wasn’t my downfall, not in 
itself, that is. I was the one at fault; I 
was weak; I wanted so much to be 
“smart,” to drown myself in glamorous 
living; I wanted to get rid of the bush- 
league green and to be whistled at be- 
cause I was a real smoothie. 


Well, for a (Continued on Page 92) 
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Sultry singer-dancer Eartha Kitt has had her pick of some of the wealthiest and bes*-known 


men of two continents, yet prefers to wait for her “dream man” to come along. 


*“CYOME DAY he'll come along, the 
man I love .. .” 

I have often thought about the man I 
love and probably I have overlooked 
many who could and would have made 
good husbands, because, being the ca- 
reer woman that I am, I have been a 
gypsy and have not been in one place 
long enough to concentrate on one man. 

Ever since I can remember, I have 
been on the move trying to make a living 
and a career with the little talent I pos- 
sess. Of course, I have found too, that 
all the better men seem to have been 
swallowed up in marriage by the women 
who were not gypsies. 

But there must be a few left whom I 
would like to concentrate upon. 

I like to sing and I like to travel. I 
also like independence. This, first of all, 
presents a problem as most men who 
think of taking a partner want to have a 
woman who is willing to settle down and 
be a housewife. 

I don’t mind being a housewife, but I 







Eartha Kitt playfully removes ignition key from Jaguar of singer 
Herb Jeffries whom she mentions as possessing certain qualities 
she wants in the man that she hopes some day to be her husband. 


want my career, too. So, I want my 
cake and I also want to eat it. I’ve had 
proposals from some wonderful men, but 
when I begin to think about marriage, 
I also begin to think about losing my 
independence. This is the only thing I 
have ever known. 

I lost my parents at a very early age 
and have been shifting for myself ever 
since. I’ve never had anyone to depend 
on. I don’t know what it is like to have 
a partner. I’ve always had a business 
mind and have always thought of my- 
self taking care of others rather than of 
others taking care of me. As a matter 
of fact, a lot of the money I have made 
during my career has gone to help a 
number of my friends. 

For instance, when I was in Spain, I 
came across two dancers who didn’t 
have enough money to pay their hotel 
bills and train transportation back to 
Paris and had been in Spain for quite 
some time. 

A week and a half of my salary paid 





Orson Welles picked Eartha to p 
pean production of Faust. He called her the “most exciting 
woman in the world,” frequently escorted her to social affairs. 


their hotel bill and fed them for a week 


and a half and then provided them trans- . 


portation to the South of France where 
they had a job offered them. 

A dancer friend of mine became preg- 
nant in Paris where her husband had 
fallen into poor circumstances. I felt 
obliged to.help her to return to America 
and to her own people. I am now help- 
ing her to support her child. 

During the last two years of my ca- 
reer, I decided to make a home for my- 
self somewhere, so I chose New York. I 
furnished my own apartment. 

I like nice clothes and I must admit 
that my taste is rather expensive. I have 
supplied myself with the things I think 
are suitable for me as a celebrity. I buy 
most of my clothes from Jacques Fath 
and from Schiaparelli. 

I have had everything in the way of 
comfort a woman could want except in 
the way of husbands. I have given much 
thought to the matter that a number 
of my friends since junior high school 


lay Helen of Troy in his Euro- 
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While she won’t mind being a housewife, Eartha doesn’t want a man that she will have to 


mother or who is possessive. He need not have money but must be industrious. 


1ave gotten married, have children and 
ettled down. 

Most of them seem happy, but I still 
emain a gypsy. 

“Some day he'll come along, the man 


| ” 
wvVvGe « « » 


I’ve written poems about 
y kind of man and when I read them 
ver, I realize that I might be asking 

just a bit too much. 

When I think of marriage, I think of 
man as being a kind of god... 
od, noble, true and above all, having 
tellect. Someone who will accept me 
[ am and will demand no changes, 
ymeone who will encourage me in my 
rk and tell me when I am wrong in 
ything. 
[n other words, I want a man to whom 
an talk and get something intellectu- 


Someone who will make me a better 
rson and who will teach me tolerance, 
r sometimes I find that I am intoler- 
int of people who may not be mental 
ints, but who have lots to offer in 

ir own way. 
I’ve done a lot of traveling where 
others have not been so fortunate. This 
given me a broader outlook on 


With Ike Jones, movie bit player who may be cast opposite her, 
Eartha goes over script of Mrs. Patterson, a musical fantasy 
vhich she is scheduled to appear on Broadway in fall. 





many things and I find I get a little im- 
patient when I run across others whose 
minds are not as broad as mine. 

As an instance, I meet a lot of men, 
who when they first meet me immedi- 
ately go into a rash of compliments. | 
am the main topic of discussion and I 
find this subject a little monotonous. 

I like to talk about paintings, books, 
politics, people. I like to swim, play 
tennis, go horseback riding, walking in 
the park. Bowling is one of my favorite 
sports. 

I like to write and I like to have peace 
and quiet when I do so. My man has to 
be able to understand and in these mo- 
ments leave me to myself. 

There are times when I want to be 
alone. He must understand this. There 
are times when I just want to get up and 
go somewhere like to Paris or the Bel- 
gian Congo. He must understand that. 

There are times when I don’t want to 
be Eartha Kitt. I just want to be the 
little girl I was in South Carolina, chop- 
ping wood for the fireplace, looking after 
the pigs, feeding the chickens, walking 
in the woods, picking wild berries and 
hunting possum. 


wes, 
Ti ee. 








Backstage at New York’s Ziegfeld Theatre, Eartha gives warm 
embrace to Cab Calloway of the Porgy and Bess cast. Because of 
their common interests, many of her admirers are in show business. 


Once you become a celebrity, people 
very often forget that you are also a 
human being and they set you up as a 
model for the rest of the world. 

They don’t allow you to make a mis- 
take. I have sometimes promised to 
make a personal appearance somewhere 
for somebody’s tea or gathering of the 
sexes where the women are there merely 
to undress me with their eyes. 

“. . . How much did that cost?” ... 
“Dearie, I wonder who gave her that 
piece of jewelry?” ... or “who does her 
hair?” ... “Honey, did you hear that—” 
And it all winds up with them trying 
to hide their men as though I were some 
sort of man-snatcher or something. 

When, because of business, I have 
had to cancel out such engagements or 
have been unable to make them, I never 
hear the end of it. 

Then, I’m swell-headed, I don’t care 
anything about community activities; 
I’m selfish and only out to get what I 
can from the public. 

But what they don’t give me credit 
for are the many, many times I do show 
up at such teas and functions—the time 
I take from my own work to lend my 
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appearance for what value there might 
be in it to the programs that I do think 
are worthwhile. 

I mean such programs as those in 
which I make appearances at the YMCA 
or the YWCA, getting parents to en- 
courage their children to go to camp 
and get them off the streets. 

They do not give me credit for the 
help I try to give the Urban League or 
the NAACP. 

All these things seem to get the big- 
gest publicity while the good things I 
do are kept quiet. 

But I suppose, it is the price one has 
to pay for being considered a celebrity. 
However, I intend to continue doing 
everything I can for the benefit of my 


own people. 

They say that self-preservation is the 
first law of nature and when one thinks 
of self-preservation, he thinks of finan- 


cial security. 
I have refused many offers of parts 
in shows and revues that I think are de- 
rogatory to my people as well as to my- 
self. That is why my heart sinks when 
I see so few of my own people in an 
audience. 
Yet, I realize that I must never let them 
down or do anything that will reflect on 
them. maar ong: agi - a oy 
I no oe ee ee oar bon ig presage sexy Eartha insists that man she marries must understand 
s when she wants to be alone. Too many of the men she meets want 
and have re- (Continued on Page 78) to talk about her. “I find this subject a little monotonous,” she says. 
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Lounging around in her apartment, Eartha enjoys curling up with a good book, also likes to write prose and poetry. Although she 
works in night clubs from time to time, she seldom visits them for entertainment and detests parties. Quiet gatherings with a small 





group of friends are preferred. Man she marries must be able to stimulate her intellect, accept her as she is. 
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“Russel,” | murmured, “if you want me 
—rll ... ll marry you tonight.” 
















WAS TRYING on new hats because 
Russel Fielding was going to take me 
out to dinner the following night. My 






eyes fell on the glittering diamond on 
my left hand which Russel had put there 
' only a few days before. Accepting that 
ring had made me feel like I’d really 
put the aching past behind me, that I 
was beginning a new life. 

Under my small felt hat with a tall, 
' exotic feather, the mirror reflected a 
clear-skinned face with soft black hair 
and intense brown eyes that now glowed 
because I felt that the evening with 
Russel was going to be exciting. There 














was nothing to warn me that my whole 
world would be turned topsy-turvy 
again. But something happened on the 
| way home that made me forget Russel, 









| made me forget everything. For I saw 
Tim! Tim, the man who had once been 
my husband! My heart began to flutter 
like a wild thing. 

When Tim saw me, his eyes widened. 








“Norma!” he exclaimed in the same 
breathless way he had said it in the first 


MAILED... 
R (ONE, 


The strange power which her ex-husband wielded over her 


was about to draw Norma into re-marrying him, wh ca 









a rival’s jealousy drove her into another man i pei: 


days of our marriage when I was eight- 
een and he was a year older. His hand 
was grasping mine. “Norma, darling! Is 
it really you? How in the world did 
you ever turn up in St. Paul?” 

“I’m working here now,” I said, a 
catch in my voice. 

He slipped his arm through mine and 
walked beside me. “I can’t believe it, 
Norma! Oh, what fools we were! You’ve 
never been out of my mind since we 
separated. I’ve got to talk to you, honey. 
Where can we talk?” 

People on the street were looking at 
us so I took Tim up to my small apart- 
ment. As soon as we were inside, Tim 
put his nervous, eager hands on my 
shoulders. “Gosh, honey,” he exclaimed. 
“You're prettier than ever.” 

“It’s my new hat,” I laughed shakily, 
trying not to give in to Tim’s magnetism. 

He lifted the hat from my head and 
“The devil 


he growled and jerked 


tossed it across the room. 
with the hat,” 
me to him. His hard young lips came 
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down on mine, melting my bones just as 
they'd always done. Only I knew I 
mustn’t let it go on this time. It could 
only lead to disaster just as it had before. 
“You'd better tell me 
I said 


I pulled away. 
what you’re doing in St. Paul,” 
to cover my confusion. 

“I’m on the road for a company in 
San Francisco,” he explained. “I make 
the Twin Cities every three months. Got 
a really good job now. Behaving myself. 
It took losing you to show me what a 
heel I was.” 

“Oh, I’m glad, Tim,” I told him. “I 
knew you had it in you.” 

I was truly glad. The very sight of 
Tim across the room set little fires 
dancing through me. I tried to act nor- 
mally. But this was Tim, my Tim! 

Tim brushed aside all pretext by get- 
ting me into his arms again. He spoke 
deeply, urgently. “Norma! Let’s not 
try to fool ourselves any longer. We 
need each other just as we always did.” 
(Continued on Page 79) 
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bit too eager on her honeymoon night, Donna had ruined 
first marriage, so she was determined that when she 


married again, she wouldn’t make the same mistake. 


LOVE, HONOR and cherish through this without batting an eye— 


) this day forward. . .” after all, you’ve been through it once 
ph and I exchanged shy glances as___ before.” 
| inister intoned “cherish” instead I got a good grip on myself and 
id-fashioned “obey.” I was sure forced a smile to my lips. “You mustn’t 
1id old family would disapprove — think of Mel . . . or anything that hap- 
odern touch, but that was one of _ pened in the past,” I told myself sternly. 
igs my new husband and I agreed “Life begins . .. from this day for- 
had agreed that just because my _- ward.” 
urriage hadn’t worked out, that And finally, it was over. Our friends 


reason for me not to try again, rushing over to congratulate us; Ralph’s 
d stood up to his family when family, somewhat stiff and very proper, 
entioned that a church wedding inspecting meat close range; and there, 
vorcee just didn’t seem right. in the rear of the church, Martha beam- 
saw eye to eye on so many things __ ing proudly at me, content to be on the 
oved him dearly, but when I held _ sidelines as long as her daughter was in 
hand to receive the wedding _ the limelight. 


| was trembling so violently that I waved and she smiled, wrinkling her 
had to hold my hand steady so nose fondly at me, then turned and 
1 slip on the ring. slowly walked out of the chapel. Sud- 


s calm and cool as a cucumber, denly, I was weak and afraid and 

h this was the first time for him, clutched Ralph’s arm for support. 

uld imagine what he was think- No girl ever had a sweeter, wiser, 
glanced at me in mild sur- more understanding mother than I. She 

‘Take it easy, Donna, nobody’s _ was all the family I had—except for that 

bite you. You should breeze brief, unhappy period with Mel—and 
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Having shattered her mar- 
riage to Mel, Donna vowed 
that with Ralph everything 


was going to be different. 


w I was leaving her again. I knew 
e’d miss me as much as I missed her, 
t it was she who encouraged me to go 
living after the breakup of my first 
irriage, and later urged me to marry 


i alph. 


Some people considered her too mod- 
too cool and efficient, but it took 
ge and determination for her to 
pport the two of us after she left my 
her. She had taught me to be self- 
liant, not to be afraid of life, and in- 
ectly, that was the cause of the split 
ween Mel and me. 
Again, I forced the past from my 
,oughts and concentrated on being the 
lighted bride. It wouldn’t do to dis- 
point my husband and our well-wish- 
by being so moody right after the 


ita 


emony. , 
But | only went through the motions, 
ng coy and saying the things people 
<pect of brides. Inwardly, I was seeth- 
with doubts and fears. The reason 
one that would have sounded in- 
dible to those who knew me—I wasn’t 
how a bride should act on her wed- 
g night. Yes, I realized it appeared 
ulous. 
d been a bride, a wife and a divor- 
but what had happened to me on 
first wedding night had left a fright- 
car. Martha knew part of the story 
no doubt, had guessed some of the 
iils of that awful ordeal, yet she 
ted the whole incident with a casual- 
that irritated me. 
suppose what I wanted when I came 
ig home the day after my wedding 
Viel were comforting words and a lot 
ympathy. I should have known bet- 
Martha treated me as if I merely 
come on a visit, never mentioning 
husband I had left, and the only ad- 
she gave me was when I met and 
n love with Ralph. 


A 


“Marry him—quick like a minute, 
honey,” she’d said. “And don’t worry 
about this marriage not working out just 
because the first one flopped. Don’t 
forget, you took a few falls when you 
were learning to walk, but look at you 
now!” 

Maybe learning to be married was like 
learning to walk—trial and error over 
and over until two people finally became 
perfectly adjusted to one another. But 
that was not my attitude when I became 
Mel’s wife. Then, I was the ultra-modern 
bride, the girl who knew all the answers, 
who had read all the books . . . 

I felt Ralph gently tug at my arm. 
“And this is Aunt Sophie,” he was say- 
ing. “She came all the way from Boston 
for the ceremony.” 

I smiled and kissed her on her plump 
cheek and said the appropriate things. 
“She’s the one with the money,” Ralph 
whispered, putting his lips close to my 
ear. “For a minute I thought you were 
about to ignore the old darling complete- 


ly!” 

He guided me over to the least noisy, 
least crowded corner of the room. 
“What’s wrong, Donna? You've been 
out of this world ever since the cere- 


mony.” 





I kissed him, quickly but with deep 
emotion. “I’m your wife now, darling— 
that’s enough to ‘send’ me!” I told him. 

He returned the kiss, then held up a 
finger. “Better go easy on that jive talk, 
sweet. The relatives don’t dig it!” 

I squeezed his hand and we both had 
a good laugh. That released some of the 
tension building up inside me. When | 
first met Ralph, I was working in an 
agency that handled some of the top tal- 
ent in show business. It hadn’t made 
the slightest difference to Ralph—but his 
family kicked up such a fuss you’d have 
thought I was a shake dancer in some 
dive. 

Naturally, I’d picked up some of the 
jive expressions from the musicians and 
singers who came into the office and 
once I’d made the mistake of uttering a 
couple of words in the presence of 
Ralph’s folks. Not only didn’t they “dig” 
what I’d said, but they frowned up as if 
I'd started swearing. 

Their main objection to our marriage, 
however, was the fact that I’d been mar- 
ried before. They wanted their only son 
to pick one of his college chums. They 
wanted only the best for him, and | 
couldn’t blame them. 

Being an (Continued on Page 88) 
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October Is 
The Month 
Of Harvest 


HE CHILL OF October winds is in 

the air and Indian summer is draw- 
ing to a close. This marks the end of 
leisure-time activities, and the beginning 
of preparations for the fall and winter 
months. It is hard to get back into the 
steady routine of long work hours after 
the relaxing summer weeks, and start a 
routine of housework, schoo] days and 
heavy meals. 

Halloween ushers in the routine of 
harvest time, and is always a thrill for 
the kids, with parties, apple cider, 
doughnuts, pumpkin faces, cornstalks 
and witches. Markets will be featuring 
fresh, home-grown fruits and vegetables. 
Melons and grapes are at their best and 
many tasty vegetables are ready for 
freezing and canning. 

With all the new and easy methods 
available, mothers are busy, too, putting 
aside a variety of tasty foods for the 
winter days ahead. - 
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FASHION 






Versatile 
College 
Clothes 


‘AMPUS-BOUND girls are busy se- 
“ lecting their fall wardrobes, and the 
thrill of the undertaking is something 
hey will always remember. Versatility 
the keynote for schooltime, playtime 
r datetime and separates, inter-change- 
ibles and costume outfits are all playing 
important role. These youthful fash- 
ions are creations that will flatter even a 
plain Jane” and cause the usual campus 
vhistles. 
Most shops are featuring sensible and 
i nartly-styled outfits, that now feature 
femininity, in comparison to the past 
few years when blue jeans were all the 
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Skirts, from the straight and slim to 
wide and flaring, are shown, and 
jlouses are as varied. Sweaters and jer- 
eys, too, have been glamorized and the 
gh turtle-neck fad is still tops. 
i Silk scarves and little collars of every 
| aterial from cotton to felt and fur are 
scorated and embroidered with gay 
tones and thread. 














Corduroy goes back to college with a six- 

teen-gored skirt in a fine rib. Skirt has a 

wide flare and can be worn with matching 

“skip” vest or blouses and sweaters. Dur- 

able and smart, it is designed by Korday. 
Skirt, $10.98; Vest, $7.98. 































Wash 
jacke 
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Washable, pleated grey orlon skirt is worn with red corduroy box Perfect campus coat any miss will be proud to own is made of 
jacket, zipped up the front. Can be worn without blouses. By soft, red chenille. The “shorty” has deep, square-flapped 
Sally Togs. Skirt, $3.98; Jacket, $5.98. pockets, rounded collar. By Lassie Maid, price $49.95. 





’ 
All-round practical coat is a must in every girl’s wardrobe. Of grey 


An “English Walker” slim skirt, with group pleating to insure 
flannel, it is full length, has rows of small buttons as only trimming. walking comfort, ts soft grey flannel, priced at $3.98. “Scarf 
belt” is kidskin with heavy gold loop for scarf. Price $3.95. 


Sleeves are full and cuffed. Price $49.95. 
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COOKING 








makers will be proud of their efforts when fresh fruits are quick-frozen, packed in 
or cardboard containers, marked and dated, and stored in a Norge upright freezer. 


Late Crop 
Fruit For 
Freezing 










Blueberries, raspberries and strawberries are Pe best pean dry-auger packed. Cover 
layer of fruit with sugar, repeat. Use pound of sugar for every four of fruit. 


‘ime JUICY, garden-fresh goodness of 

this summer’s peaches, berries, pears, 
plums and cherries can delight the fam- 
ily all year long if homemakers act fast 
and quick-freeze the pick of the late sum- 
mer and fall fruit crop in the home 
freezer. 

Choose only fresh, table-ripe fruits. 
The fresher the fruits, the better their 
flavor and vitamin content. Speed is im- 
portant to maintain freshness, so begin 
processing immediately. 

Preparation rules are simple, but fol- 
low them exactly. Most fruits are packed 
with sugar syrup. The juiciest ones are 
packed with sugar. Only a few fruits 
may be packed dry. Make sure the pack- 
ages are sealed well to prevent spoilage, 
then put them into the freezer imme- 
diately. 

Proper quick-freezing temperatures— 
0 degree to 10 degrees—are essential. 
Frozen fruits may be stored for months 
without spoiling or molding, but taste 


‘best when eaten within six months after 


freezing. 

Dissolve the sugar in boiling water, 
cool to 70 degrees or below before pour- 
ing over fruit. If desired, sugar syrup 
may be made in advance and stored in 
the refrigerator until used. 


SUGAR SYRUP MIXING CHART 
Sugar Boiling Water 


Pet. (Cups) (Cups) 
De cis ote Rtigd ate 1 4 
Be ka vesicwseeieeees 2 4 
40.. 3 4 
| a 4 4 
60 6 4 
65.. 634 4 
70.. 7 3 
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My favorite Double 
Chocolate Party Pie 


by Marie Gifford 
Armour’s famous home economist 


Just try to keep the family away from 
this one between meals! It isn’t easy to 
do. But this Party Pie with chocolate 
crust and topping is easy, and lots of fun. 





Fresh cherries are washed, stemmed, and pitted, then packed in containers, covered with 
sugar syrup and frozen. Syrup packing is also used for most berries, grapes, and prunes. 





Here's all you do. Make a single crust, 
using my 5-minute pie crust recipe, found 
on every carton or tin of Armour Star 
Lard. But, to the dry ingredients add 
\% cup each of cocoa and sugar. Then, 
increase water to 3 Tbsp. Bake shell at 
425° F. for 12 to 15 minutes. 

Fill cooled 9-in. pie shell with your 
favorite cream filling or vanilla pudding 
mix. Melt 6 ounces of semi-sweet choco- 
late over hot water and blend in 3 Tbsp. 
3 b light cream or top milk. Spread- over 





surface of cream filling. Chill pie thor- 
oughly and top with unsweetened whipped 
3 . 7 cream at serving time. 
After being washed and stemmed, blueberries are spooned into containers and frozen. Make any meal e party! Yes, you'll agree 
No sugar or syrup is needed. Sliced pie apples may be frozen this way, too. when you’ve watched this pie disappear 
. ... you'll agree with pie champions from 
coast to coast who say there’s only one 
shortening for really flaky, tender pie 
crusts... Armour Star Lard. With my 
5-minute pie crust recipe, you mix all 
ingredients at room temperature. That’s 
because Armour Star Lard needs no re- 
frigeration. It’s ready to blend, quickly 
and easily, and makes a pie crust that’s 
flaky and flavorful every time. 
Got a pie-baking question? Just write 
to me, Marie Gifford, Dept. 123, Box 
2053, Armour and Company, Chicago 9, 
Illinois. I'll send you a copy of my new 
Picture Book of Pie-Making Hints... 
absolutely free. 


America's 
Perfect Pie 
Shortening 














Lower peaches and apricots in wire basket, into boiling water for one minute, immerse A Sta | rd 
in cold water. Pit and slice, dip in an ascorbic acid solution, pack in syrup and freeze. rmour r a 
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é room residence of Mr. and Mrs. Leon Claxton, of Tampa, Fl 
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orida, is designed after the South American ranch type. Colorful 


tile roof sets off the yellow brick and stucco house, while rubber and palm trees and shrubbery add beauty. 


Rambling Florida Ranch Home 


HE ANSWER to genteel and easy 
ing today is found in the ram- 
ranch-type homes which are so 
ilar in Florida and California. Prac- 
every homemaker would like the 
enience of having all rooms on one 
and when they are both large and 
ne could hardly wish for more. 
and Mrs. Leon Claxton of Tampa, 
la, had all of the features that go 
ike up comfortable living incor- 
d into their plans when they built 
home. Mr. Claxton is the owner of 
nival show which travels during the 
and when his tour is over, it is a 
re to return to his livable home to 
t to the fullest. 


rumpus room is furnished in bamboo and walls are of 
sa pine. Built-in aquarium is filled with tropical fish. 


Every modern feature possible has 
been included, starting in the basement, 
with an all-electric laundry room, panel- 
walled rumpus room and a spare bed- 
room. Basements are rare in Florida due 
to the high water level throughout the 
state, but Mr. Claxton has taken all pre- 
cautions and the basement is as dry as 
any other part of the house. 

Modern pieces of furniture are used 
throughout the entire house, but the 
small lounge which is used as an office 
and study is done completely in furni- 
ture from Modernage in tones of yellow, 
purple and green. The room has pine- 
panelled walls and also serves as a tro- 


phy room for Mr. Claxton’s collection of 
plaques, scrolls and trophies awarded 
him by various clubs, associations and 
newspapers throughout the country. 
The peace and quiet of his home are 
most important to Mr. Claxton, although 
he loves company and he and his wife 
entertain a great deal. The landscaping 
was done by Jack Holmes, and the front 
has numerous tropical trees and shrub- 
bery, while the back yard has a variety 
of famous Florida citrus trees. Beautiful 
camelias, azaleas and hibiscus in bril- 
liant colors are at the side of the house, 
and the over-all picture is one of beauty 


and elegance. 


Dining room has a combination of period furniture with the modern 
touch and indirect ceiling lighting and wall mirror give room depth. 
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Fireplace at the far end of large living room is of Belgian marble in black and pink with brass fixtures. 
Mirror over the mantel is designed to show off imported Dresden figurines. Barrel chairs make for comfort. 
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Spacious bathroom has walls which are part glass with others hand- Master bedroom has French Provincial furniture in antique 
painted with swan designs. Tub and shower have glass enclosure. white. Headboard is satin-tufted, white bear rug is on floor. 


Large living room floor is completely covered with wall-to-wall carpeting. Simply furnished with modern sectional chairs and sofas, 
the room features one complete wall in windows. A baby grand piano and oil painting can be seen at the far end. 
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CHILD CARE 














While courtesy is a fine thing, it is not always right to make the child give up his toys for a visitor. 


Handling The Little Bully 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics, Northwestern University 


HER AND Dad were visited one 
‘ight by a friendly couple who 
along their healthy, sturdily- 
four-year-old boy. Mother and 
ere especially happy that the cou- 
id dropped in, for they thought, 
here was a good chance for their 
ttle James, age three, to make 
s and get himself a new playmate. 
when James, shorter and not as 
the four-year-old, was called to 
ing room, he walked right over to 


the little visitor and promptly pushed 
him to the floor. A bit surprised, but 
unhurt, the four-year-old sat there, cry- 
ing, until his mother, a look of disap- 
proval on her face, picked him up, shel- 
tering him from his antagonist. 
Embarrassed by the sudden turn of 
events, James’ mother said, “I don’t 
know what I’m going to do with him. 
He’s so bad! He’s such a little bully.” 
She shook her head, puzzled, and 
through her mind ran visions of James 


as a grown-up hoodlum or troublemaker. 
Those thoughts worried her. Why was 
he so rough with other children? She 
remembered the time he had almost 
started a fight between Dad and a neigh- 
bor by belting the neighbor’s lovely lit- 
tle girl right in the mouth. She wondered 
whether she should whip James now, or 
later. 

Actually, this aggressiveness on the 
part of little children is not nearly so 





resist 
child 
tudes 
more 








bad, or indicative of future tendencies, 
as many parents fear. Children between 
the ages of two and five present many 
behavior problems, of which a tendency 
toward violence is perhaps the most 
frequent, judging from questions bewil- 
dered parents ask most often. 

Aggressiveness, as expressed in fight- 
ing, bossing, and grabbing, is normal 
with children up to ages three or four. 
The reasons: a little tyke of this age 
has not yet learned that he causes other 
people pain and worry by his bullish 
actions; he has not yet gained a proper 
idea of ownership, thus he does not un- 
derstand why he cannot have everything 
he sees and wants; and, as a developing 
personality, he has a desire to show his 
mettle by bossing playmates or taking 
whatever appeals to him. 

In the home, he may assert himself 
by crying when it is time for a bath 
(or, in the case of a girl, when it is time 
to have her hair combed). The odd, but 
understandable, thing is that children so 
often trap parents in these little encoun- 
ters. 

Trying to be “chummy,” a mother will 
ask: “Do you want to eat now, dear?” 
Or—“Do you want to wash your hands, 
dear?” Or—‘Are you ready tor bed, 
dear?” Invariably, “dear” says, “No!” 

The point is not so much that the 
child doesn’t want to eat or wash up or 
go to sleep. The point is: the child re- 
bels against being bossed around by 
grown-ups. If the mother will take the 
time to pave the way for a request, or 
just lead the child directly into the de- 
sired activity without quibbling, many 
difficulties can be avoided. 

The mother should be on the lookout 
for the development of belligerent atti- 
tudes around 18 months of the child’s 
life. At that time, the child will begin to 
resist daily routines. By the time the 
child is three, noticeably different atti- 
tudes begin to show. The child will take 
more readily to playing with other kids, 
and will have a developing understand- 
ing of ownership and pain that can be 
caused others by fighting. This is a 
natural reaction which will be obtained 
whether or not parents ignore or become 
concerned about the child’s early bully- 
ing tactics. 

Somewhat unfortunately, mothers are 
humanly unable to ignore the bully. 
They become upset and worry. But an 
important point to remember is that 
punishment will do little, if anything, to 


help. Most likely, punishment will con- 
fuse the child. When the little bully is 
in a fight, the best method is just sep- 
arate the combatants with a minimum 
of talk. If the victim—or the other 
“fighter” is a brother or sister, it is wise 
to separate them quietly and place them 
in opposite corners of a room, or, per- 
haps, in different rooms. 

Another problem which causes much 
wailing among children results when a 
visiting child wants to play with the 
home child’s toys. Often mothers will 
impose on their children in an effort to 
please the visitor and/or the visitors par- 
ents. While courtesy is a fine thing, it 
is not always right to make the child 
give up his toys for a visitor. 

The child just doesn’t understand the 
point of courtesy, which is no fault of 
his, and there is little reason to make 
him suffer for this show of generosity, 
which the visiting child doesn’t under- 
stand either. In this case, the visitor 
may be the bully or the belligerent one, 
wanting what he sees and not under- 
standing, aforesaid, the right of owner- 
ship. 

This situation demands considerable 
“tact” in mothers. Perhaps the best so- 
lution, especially if there are frequent 
kid visitors in the house, is to keep a 
separate set of toys. When visitors come, 
both the home child and the visitor can 
play out of the same set, the visitor tak- 
ing one, the home child taking one, and 
so on. Of course, a fight may start over 
these toys, too, but chances are the home 
child will not be as strongly attached to 
these toys and thus will be perhaps less 
likely to raise a fuss. 

As the child gets older, he will get 
more fun out of playing than out of 
fighting, thus, the problem eventually 
solves itself. Then only teasing, or real 
cause, will bring on a fight. He will no 
longer be a bully, pushing down other 
kids just for the kiddish thrill of it. 

The foregoing is the general rule. 
When a child continues as a bully past 
the “deadline age,” then the parent 
should search for reasons. If the child 
gets more bossy as time passes, he may 
be taking out some dissatisfaction or 
fancied ill at home on his playmates. 

If there is a “new baby” in the house, 
the child may show his resentment in 
bullying playmates. The answer to that 
problem is more affection on the part 
of the parent. Once the child knows 
he is loved as (Continued on Page 76) 





Bringing 
Up Baby 


HINTS COLLECTED BY 


PL 
( MOTHER OF 5 ) 


Even though baby is too 
young to have dinner with 
the family, it’s good to let 
him “sit in” at a meal 
now and then... to see 
how everyone enjoys eat- 
ing. Another way of en- 
: couraging baby to associ- 
Mrs. Dan Gerber ate pleasure and food! 





Frequent query from young mothers: How 
shall I keep baby-food leftovers? They’re 
best left in their own nice, clean containers. 
Cover them carefully and keep in the 
refrigerator for the day or two that your 
baby may take to finish them up. 





Latest news from Gerber’s: Extra-finely 
strained Orange Juice ... to go easily 
through regular nursing-bottle nipples . . 

to give your baby abundant Vitamin C all 
year long. And then there are Gerber’s 
Strained Egg Yolks, with their creamy, 
custard-like consistency . . . good fresh-egg 
flavor. Rich in iron, Vitamin A, protein. 


Did you know . . . that the folks at Gerber’s 
have been making baby foods for 25 years 
now? How many generations of babies that 
covers! And how many new developments 
in the care of babies . . . resulting in the 
kind of knowledge that makes the babies of 
today the healthiest of all! 


Looking ahead to the day your baby will 
be ready to go “full time” on a cup: Tran- 
sition’s easier if you begin giving baby 
water or orange juice from a tiny cup, when 
he’s only a few months old. 








el - 


Every day should be father’s day—as well 
as mother’s! Baby thrives on his companion- 
ship, too. Maybe Daddy can give one feed- 
ing a day .. . take over weekend baths... 
have a little play before bedtime. 


From tiny infants to active toddlers— 
there’s nothing like special meats for the 
wonderful body-building proteins! Gerber’s 
Meats are made from selected Armour cuts, 
have minimum fat and fiber. Ever so easy 
to digest! 7 Strained Meats have purée tex- 
ture. 4 Junior Meats have tender, minced 
texture for teething tots. 
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HEALTH 


motions 
Can Cause 
Diseases 


By Dr. Julian H. Lewis 
iuthor of ‘‘The Biology Of The Negro’”’ 


," EARS AGO, a favorite subject of 


discussion among college boys in 
ir bull sessions was the “influence of 
1 over matter.” Nowadays, it is an 
ebatable subject because most in- 
1ed people are convinced that men- 
rocesses do have a distinct influence 
the material condition of the body. 
1 in no field is this fact better illus- 
ated than in medicine. 
There is actually a new field of med- 
practice, called psychosomatic medi- 
in which special consideration is 
n to diseases that are solely the re- 
f psychological factors. 
lost progressive doctors concede that 
are many ailments where it is ex- 
sly important not only to adminis- 
lrugs to their patients but also to give 
al attention to concomitant psy- 
logical problems. Likewise, every 
nt knows how important it is for 
very to have faith and a sense of 


Approximately one-third of the patients the average doctor sees complain of diseases 
and symptoms for which he cannot find any explanation, even after diligent examination. 


reassurance in the doctor in attendance. 

The success of many doctors of medi- 
ocre ability lies not so much in their 
skill to diagnose and use modern medi- 
cines as in the mental reaction of their 
patients to their personality. It is gen- 
erally recognized that it is equally im- 
portant for a good doctor to be both 
scientifically trained and to develop a 
personal attitude that will rally the in- 
nate tendency of the human body to 
recover from disease. 

However, it has been difficult for even 
the most up-to-date and progressive doc- 
tor to accept all of the ideas of psychi- 
atrists as to the role of psychologic fac- 
tors in disease. For instance, it is easy 
to understand how emotional factors 
will cause indigestion because it is com- 
mon experience to lose appetite or to 
poorly digest a meal when one is deeply 
grieved or extremely excited. But it is 
hard to believe, for instance, that an ac- 


cident is the unconscious manifestation 
of a desire to die and is therefore a sub- 
tle form of suicide. 

Psychiatrists, who have done most to 
develop psychosomatic medicine, use 
arguments that do not always appear 
quite logical. As an example, they will 
study the emotional life of a person with 
a disease and will isolate some emotional 
stress that they assign as the cause of 
the disease. Further, they will, by psy- 
chotherapeutic means, relieve the emo- 
tional stress and the patient recovers 
from the disease. 

On the other hand, sufficient credit is 
not given to the fact that many people 
have similar emotional stresses and yet 
they never develop an illness. It is only 
after the illness occurs that emotional 
stresses are found to be significant. 
Again, while psychiatrists attribute many 
diseases to emotional factors, they can- 
not in most instances explain the mech- 
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anism by which these emotional factors 
actually cause disease. 

Although the physician cannot go all 
the way with the psychiatrist, his own ex- 
periences force him to recognize the im- 
portance of psychologic factors. There 
are, in fact, three classes of patients for 
which he is convinced that the mental 
state is a large factor in illness. 

Approximately one-third of the pa- 
tients the average doctor sees complain 
of diseases and symptoms for which he 
cannot find any explanation, even after 
a most diligent examination. The com- 
plaints are vague and do not fit any one 
disease. These patients are usually hypo- 
chondriacs and are always complaining 
with first one symptom and then another. 
Whenever they read about a disease in 
a newspaper or magazine, they imme- 
diately imagine that they have it. 

They go to the doctor and attempt to 
give him the diagnosis even before ex- 
amination. If the doctor does not agree, 
they become angry and question the 
doctor’s ability or accuse him of ulterior 
purposes. Nowadays, when propaganda 
against cancer is being developed, these 
people develop an abnormal fear of this 
disease. They read the warning symp- 
toms of cancer and immediately trans- 
late them into experiences of their own. 
They are veritable cancerphobes and it 
is extremely difficult to convince them 
that their fears are groundless. Such 
people can be classified an neurasthenics. 

Then there is a second class of pa- 
tients who actually have some organic 
disease but the mental reaction to their 
condition makes the disease much more 
serious than it should be. This is par- 
ticularly true in heart disease where the 
emotional influence puts an additional 
strain on the heart. 

The third, and most important type 
of patient in psychosomatic medicine, is 
the neurotic who develops a real organic 
disease solely as the result of emotional 
factors. It is believed that the disease 
serves a useful purpose in his twisted 
perverted emotional life and that it can- 
not be cured unless the basis is recog- 
nized and relieved. 

Almost every known disease has been 
considered as a neurosis. A doctor in 
New York, Dr. Flanders Dunbar, has 
written a thick, heavy book on this sub- 
ject, called “Emotion and Bodily Dis- 
ease” in which has been reviewed the 
accumulated evidence that supports the 
belief that (Continued on Page 78) 
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LUCKY HEART, DEPT...."">_. 5 MEMPHIS, TENN. 





You ll always be his sweetheart 


--- If you let lovely haireolor keep 
you young and beautiful 
There’s just no doubt he’ll love 
you more if your hair shines and 
shimmers and feels soft against 
his cheek. Ask at your cosmetic 
counter for Godefroy’ s Larieuse 
Hair Coloring in the red box. 
Choose from 18 flattering colors. 
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® Larieuse 
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GODEFROY MFG. CO. « 3510 OLIVE ST. « ST. LOUIS 3, MO. 








YOU, TOO, CAN MAKE 


EXTRA MONEY £ 
IN YOUR SPARE TIME 


Thousands of successful Lucky Heart repre- 
sentatives can prove it to you! Read what one of 
them has to say: “I sure have enjoyed being the 
Lucky Heart Agent. I have bought myself a 7- 
room house with the money I made, besides all the 
other good things I now as 
have. I just can’t praise 
Lucky Heart too much.” 
Emma G. Henry. 


PEOPLE OF ALL AGES 
School girls, house- 
wives and elderly folks 
make good money tak- 
ing orders for Lucky 
Heart fast-selling cos- 
metics and household 
needs in their spare 
time. You, too, will find 
it an easy, pleasant way to 
have extra money for things 
you want. 
NO EXPERIENCE NEEDED 
ou = show you 
We ome Ry ae y x" 


how. or new 
case offer and free gga tag 















poems of 


YOU ARE THE ONE 


You are the one to whom 

I give my every thought and prayer. 

The only one whose happiness I ever 
want to share. 


{ want to walk beside you 
When the sun is in the sky 

And when the days are dreary. 
And the clouds are rolling by. 


When there is moonlight on the lake 
And silver stars appear 

And in the whisper of the wind 

That tells me you are near. 


In every movement of the heart 
In every song or sound 

And in the last and every leaf 
That falls upon the ground. 


You are the only image 
In the mirror where I look 
And you are all the pages 
And the chapters of my book. 
Edythe Beasley 


PROJECT 


Always when I am in a crowd 
I look for one dark head passing by 
To fit this dream of you 
Growing insistently in depths 

of my soul and body. 
Once today, when other eyes looked 
Into mine, I glimpsed you. 
All the world fell away and 
We were alone for that moment. 
We passed on then, heeding not 
Such splendid wonder. 
Always when I am in a crowd 
I look for one dark head . . . 
Bill Smallwood 


FAIR WARNING 


Pray take heed, my love: 
Don’t believe all the things 
These eyes would say 

And 
Don’t believe all the kisses 
These lips would give 

And 
Don’t let my sigh in your hair 
Set you trembling. 
But if you’re free at the moment, 
Let’s at least pretend? 


Bill Smallwood 
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devotion 


SUGGESTION 
It soon will be fall and your kiss 
Will quiver like a sleek metal-tipped 
arrow 
Having just plunged, after flight, to rest 
in my heart; 
(Let’s greet fall with love, my sweet, 
For an arrow rusts when winter comes. ) 


Bill Smallwood 


STRANGE REPLY 


When you tell me that you love me 

I will be too thrilled to speak; 
There will be no words of protest 
Though you kiss my lips and cheek. 
When you ask me if I love you, 
Like a song my soul shall rise, 

If I have no words to answer, 


Darling, look into my eyes. 
Roberta Wrain 


CONSTANCY 


Today we take two different paths, 
Our footsteps seldom meet, 

But still my lonely heart thrills 
When you walk down the street. 
You skip along in gaiety 

While I trudge on in pain, 
When I see your smile, 1 know 
I cannot love again. 

Today I readjust my life, 

Its path will never glow, 

My heart is bound to follow 


Wherever you may go. 
Roberta Wrain 


“TLL REMEMBER” 


I'll remember April, 

The lovely melody 

Of happy bluebirds singing 
High in the apple tree; 

The breezes and the crocus, 
The murmur of the rill, 
The mass of purple violets 
Blanketing the hill. 


I'll remember April 
Because of that and this; 
Mostly I’ll remember 
The sweetness of your kiss. 
The words of love you whispered, 
They thrill me even yet. 
Pll remember April, 
How could I forget? 
Roberta Wrain 
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when they selected me 
as a model waitress 


YS young cafe employee 


, “Was I thrilled when they selected 


me as a model waitress! The camera 
«K Yes, you can beautify p> a 
a 


close-up test was a success, thanks 
to Black and White Vanishing 

your complexion the 
same way professional 


Cream under my make-up. And 
thanks, too, to the professional 
model who told me to use it to hold 

models do with Black and make-up on longer, fresher and 

White Vanishing Cream. — itl 

’ s tte Finley 

It’s greaseless (can’t New York, New York 

cause blackheads), actu- 

ally checks skin oiliness, 

Make-up looks fresher, 

skin feels softer. 











Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Also soften skin with 
Black and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 








@ For face powder that 
clings like mist, 
lipstick that stays 
on and on, 

look for the name 
Black and White 
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From out of the “ordinary”. . . into 
radiant new loveliness. That’s what 
MAYBELLINE does for your eyes—Mascara 
for longer, darker appearing lashes... { 
Eyebrow Pencil for expressive brows... 

ye P — 
and Eye Shadow for a subtle touch of 
color. It’s so easy with Maybelline— 
just try it and see the difference ! 
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Let NADINOLA teach you 
how easy it is to have 
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RESULTS GUARANTEED FROM \ JUST ONE JAR hy 


\ 

You don’t have to go to \ 
school to learn that a 
light, bright complexion 
adds to your charm... 
subtracts years from your looks. 

Get a jar of NADINOLA 
Bleaching Cream now. See 
for yourself how quickly it 
lightens and brightens your 
complexion, loosens blackheads, 
makes your skin feel softer and 
smoother, look clearer and lovelier. 

There are 2 kinds of NADINOLA, 
both fully guaranteed to completely 
satisfy or money back. Get 
NADINOLA right away! 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 








FOR OILY SKIN 





FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, 
famous Nadinola 
Bleaching Cream, 
enriched ( with 
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New Nadinola 
DeLuze is non- 
oily, greaseless. 
Lightens skin 
and lessens shine. 
75e and $1.25 











REWARD :; 







SURELY! This is your personal or ever. 


Sinvitation to join our happy!@ No experience needed. 
Sfamily of prosperous, friendly,® EVERY DAY IS PAY DAY. 


7 3 


e huge demand for gorgeous, 
latest styled Melville Dresses. 
And YOU are the one I want! 


Mr, B. J. Melville, Pres., 


THE MELVILLE CO, DEPT. 8153 
CINCINNATI 25, OHIO 


A AG 





PUBRBEEEEREEERE 





le For single or married women, 18 years or 
Ider 


) . 
jet all that real money waiting !@ Full or spare time, whatever you decide. 
or you! Get it‘easily, pleasantly, !@ Ne investment .. . not a penny .. . 


You start at once. 


Siolks who have discovered how !@ DRESSES FOR YOURSELF WITHOUT | 
simple it is to earn a lot of EXTRA COST. 
money easily. — POSTCARD TODAY. 
We are offering this opportunity tate name, . age, 
your area to take care of; dress size. Write ; 


DRESSES 
FOR. Eliott of Kansas 


p EXTRA WONEY FOR YOU! 


















Mrs. Mabel 







easily earns 
$58 in a week. 








RIBBON j 


FICTION #7 





MASQUERADE 


I HAD KNOWN Matt all my life. He 

was older than I. And, I’d always 
liked him and looked up to him as a girl 
would towards one older. I'd say it was 
a far-away admiration. I’d never thought 
of him in the intimate ways of love. 

He came from a leading family in 
town and was every inch a gentleman. 
But there was a hardness, an inflexibility, 
a sturdiness that I admired. When he 
came back from college and began prac- 
ticing law in Mr. McCurd’s office, | 
thought that he was one of the grandest 
fellows in town, but still, I never thought 
of him in terms of love. 

At least, not until I was startled to 
have my younger sister, Aileen, breath- 
lessly announce her engagement to him. 
It was simply incredible. I couldn’t take 
it seriously. Aileen had always been so 
flighty, quite the flirt, the weak and cling- 
ing type. In contrast, I had always been 
the strong and independent young lady, 
confident and sure of herself, and un- 
willing to admit that I needed anyone 
else. At the moment I was quite proud 
of myself, having become the head buyer 
at Watson’s Department Store. 

When that December morning came 
with its blood-curdling news of the Pearl 
Harbor catastrophe, we were all engulfed 
in the war and Matt was one of the first 
to be drafted. Aileen cried and cried. 
I thought it was emotional dramatics. 
She insisted upon being married al- 
though Matt wanted to wait until he had 
come back from the wars. 

They were married that spring. Matt 
was in uniform (Continued on Page 97) 
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Men 

You 
Shouldn’t 
Marry 


“(Continued from Fase 11) ) 
grinned, aiming his camera at me. “How 
about moving a little closer to her, coun- 


sel?” 
“No thanks!” Lee snapped, and moved 
out of range. “I'll be at the bar across 


the street when you’ve finished,” he said 
to me. 
Lee’s attitude was so obviously disap- 


proving that I wondered just what I ought 
to say to the press. But the 
questions gave me no opportunity to com- 
pose a simple statement. Instead, I found 
myself on the defensive and at the same 
time trying to make my position clear. 

“In your what’s the cause of 
most divorces?” demanded. 

“Men!” I was only half serious, but at 
the moment I could think of nothing more 


barrage of 


opinion, 


one reporter 


profound. 

“Those five husbands you’ve 
they have anything in common?” 

“Yes, they were all heels,” I quipped. 
“But seriously. fellows,” I added, “I’m not 
disillusioned. I’m willing to give marriage 
another chance.” 

“Any idea when Mrs. Ogden?” 

“Well, they say in a few years there'll be 
rocket ships to Mars. Maybe Id have bet- 
ter luck up there.” That got a big laugh 
and I wondered why Lee was so reluctant 
about having me talk with such charming 


did 


had, 


or who, 


people. 

“You've been represented by 
Ross in your last three divorce suits,” 
other chimed in. 
to that?” 


Attorney 
an- 
“Ts there any significance 


I shook my head emphatically. “None, 
except that Lee is my very good friend 


and a darn good lawyer. Id be lost with- 
out him.” 

“Are you speaking now legally or ro- 
mantically ?” 

I gave the reporter a playful slap and 
turned to go. “Nothing like that, I assure 
you. I’m just another client to him.” 

Feeling rather gay and light-hearted, I 
ended the and left the court 
building to join Lee. I found him hunched 
over his drink, looking sort of glum. 

“Come on, Lee, darling I said, 
taking the stool next to him at the bar. I 
gave the bartender my order and squeezed 
Lee’s hand. “I feel so—so free! Thanks 
for everything.” 

“Better wait until you get the bill for 
my services,” he muttered. 

“I don’t care what you charge, 
worth every cent,” I said sincerely. “I'll 
gladly pay, especially since you got such 
a nice fat settlement from Ogden, my tight- 
wad ‘ex’,” 

He rubbed his hand over his face. “I 
hope you weren’t indiscreet, talking to those 
newspaper men,” he said. 


interview 


smile!” 


you're 








“T was very proper,” I said, squaring my 


shoulders. “You would have been proud 
of me.” 

“T doubt it.” 

I pulled him around to face me. “What’s 
I demanded. “Ever since the 
been acting as 


wrong, Lee?” 
decree was granted, you’ve 
if you’d lost the 

“That’s because 
been a case in the first place, 
told me sharply. 

“But, Lee! You know the 
know 
for me to stay with Harry any longer.” 

“T also happen to think the 
should never have taken place!” 
stunned by his unexpected outburst and I 


case.” 
there never should have 


Stella!” he 


facts in the 


case. You how impossible it was 


marriage 
I was 


just sat there staring at him. “Stell. 
haven't you begun to have some doubts?” 


“About what?” 
“About your 
end up in the divorce court. 


that inevitably 
Haven’t you 


marriages 


ever stopped to wonder why?” he _per- 
sisted. 

“T know why,” I answered. “Each time 
I got married, I honestly wanted it to work 
out, but you’re suggesting it was always .my 
fault.” 

He shrugged. 
that all men are no good.” 


“The only other answer is 
“You even admit it yourself!” I said tri- 
umphantly. 

“T admit nothing, Stell! 
too pat, a little too cut-and-dried. 
there are some decent men in this world.” 
I smiled. 
impatience, I 


That answer is 
Surely 


‘Names and addresses, please.” 
Then, seeing his grimace of 
added quickly, 

honestly, Lee. 
no decent men in the 
that 99 and 44 
three or four types and those 
absolutely unsuited for 

“You speak from experience, 
quarrel with your statistics,” he 
castically. “My point is, you should have 
known what kind of a guy Harry was be- 
fore you married him.” 

I wrinkled my him. “Imagine 
what that would do to the practice of a 
lawyer like you!” 


drinks. 


“I’m not trying to joke about 
said there were 
world. But I do be- 
100 of them fit into 
are 


I never 


lieve 
types 
marriage.” 

so I can’t 
said sar- 


nose at 
bigtime divorce 

He signalled for more 
it or not, Stell, but most divorce 
at least those I know—make effort 
to reconcile the contesting The 
reputable lawyer would rather lose a fee 
if it meant saving a marriage.” 

believe you, Lee.” I said, “but no- 
earth could have saved my last 
marriage—nor any of the others.” 

“No one but you,” he told me bluntly. 
“What I’m saying, Stell, is that you should 
known in advance how things would 
turn out. You knew how tight Harry was 
with his money, and before that you knew 
that Dale Waring was still tied to his moth- 
each 


“Believe 
lawyers— 
every 
parties. 


body on 


have 


er’s apron strings. Yet, time you 
barged ahead and married a man you 
couldn’t possibly get along with.” 

“If I stopped to consider all those 


things, I'd never get married,” I told him. 
“That’s the general idea,” he said quiet- 
ly. 
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I made wet circles on the bar with the 
bottom of my glass. “Let’s have it, Lee. All 
this is leading up to something.” 

“T’ve made up my mind not to handle 
any more of your divorces,” he said ab- 
ruptly after a pause. 

“Why?” He didn’t answer. “Is it be- 
cause I| talked to those reporters, Lee?” 

He shook his head. “It’s just that— 
well, a lawyer has to believe in his case, 
in his client.” 

“And you no longer believe in me?” I 
gave a short, bitter laugh. ‘And I thought 
that you were different. I thought I could 
always count on you, but you’re just like all 
the rest of the men!” 

“That’s the way it is, Stell. 
he said. 

“And I’m sorry too!” 

I halfway expected him to follow me out- 
side and apologize, but he didn’t, and I 
hailed a cab and went home. 

Things went along quietly until Thurs- 
day. Then the fireworks started. I was 
totally unprepared for the sensational 
headlines that greeted my eyes when I 
pieked up the weekly papers as usual from 
the corner newsstand. One paper said: 

GAY DIVORCEE SEEKS 
HUBBY ‘OUT OF THIS WORLD’ 


Much-Married Socialite 
Looks to Mars for Next 


I’m sorry,” 


and another paper screamed: 
ie ea, 
Will Try Again, 
Mrs. Ogden Vows 

I rushed into the nearest drug store and 
phoned Lee. 

“Stell! Dve been trying to reach you 
all morning,” he told me. “Have you seen 
the papers?” 

“Have I!” I was close to tears. “Lee, 
I'm going to sue! They deliberately 
twisted everything I said!” 

“But you did talk to them, Stell. It'll 
be hard to prove they misquoted you,” he 
cautioned. 

“T don’t care how hard it is to prove,” 
I insisted. “I want you to start action im- 
mediately!” 

“Tm no longer handling your affairs,” he 
reminded me, “but—well. I'll see what I 
can do. Meanwhile, don’t talk to any- 
body until you hear from me.” 

“What are you going to do?” 

“T’m not sure yet. The first thing is to 
go to the Examiner and the Voice and talk 
to the editors.” 

“Tell them I demand a retraction! They 
can’t do this to me!” 

It was late that same afternoon when 
my doorbell rang and I opened it cau- 
tiously. I’d already had two phone calls, 
one from a reporter and the other from 
some fool who said he’d just landed from 
Mars and was looking for an Earth-woman 
for a wife. I hung up on both of them. 

It was Lee at the door and I flung my- 
self into his arms. 


“Oh, Lee! It’s awful,” I wailed. “I 





thought you’d never get here.” 

“Hey, take it easy,” he soothed. “It’s 
not that bad.” 

“T was afraid you’d let me down,” I told 
him, drying my eyes on the big handker- 
chief he handed me. 

“It would serve you right if I did.” he 
scolded mildly. “You sure laid yourself 
wide open with that interview.” 

I waved my hand impatiently. “That’s 
over and done with. The question now is 
what are we going to do about it? I say sue 
them for every cent they’ve got!” 

“You don’t stand a chance, Stell,” Lee 
told me calmly. “One of the editors 
showed me his reporter’s notes. What you 
said about your husbands being heels. the 
man from Mars gag—all of it was there.” 

“But just look at what they did to it!” 
I raged, thrusting one of the articles at 
him. “The way it’s written I sound so— 
so asinine! The words are mine, but the 
idea that comes across certainly is not!” 

Lee studied me gravely for a moment, 
then asked: “How’d you like a chance to 
say exactly what you do mean? Jones at the 
Weekly Examiner suggested that you write 
an article telling your side of it. He just 
laughed in my face when I mentioned print- 
ing a retraction.” 

“You're positive we can’t sue?” I asked, 
deep in thought. 

“You might find a lawyer who'd take the 
chance.” 

I shook my head emphatically. “Then I'll 
do the article. ll burn the pants off every 
man who ever lived! I'll expose all their 
weaknesses—and_ believe me, they've got 
plenty.” 

Lee gave me a funny smile. “And I sup- 
pose you'll neatly tag us and classify us 
into those four types you mentioned ?’ 

I snapped my fingers and smiled. “That's 
it! Vl tell what’s wrong with each type— 
the ‘mama’s boy’ like Dale; the ‘great 
lover,’ like my third husband.” 

“T think I’d better have a look at it when 
you finish,” he said, rising to go. “Other- 
wise, it might end up with someone suing 
you.” 

“There’s just one thing I want to know 
—” he added reflectively, as I went to the 
door with him. He paused and I waited. 
Suddenly, he pulled me into his arms and 
kissed me, gently but firmly. 

“What type am I?” he asked when he 
finally released me. 

He was gone before I could recover suf- 
ficiently to say anything. But even after 
I'd time to puzzle over his question, [ still 
didn’t know what my answer would be. In 
fact, his unexpected, yet strangely exciting 
behavior had swept me off my feet and left 
me suspended in mid-air. 

However, the idea of the article was up- 
permost in my mind and _ over-shadowed 
everything else, including this new and in- 
triguing side of Lee’s personality. I bought 
myself a pad of paper and a supply of 
pencils and sat down to write out my 
thoughts and comments on men. 

It was harder than I had anticipated, 
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particularly since all my observations were 
so mixed up with my emotions. I found 
myself constantly going back to add to or 
revise statements that seemed correct at 
the time but later turned out to be not 
quite what I meant. 

As I got deeper into it, my original idea 
of writing a spiteful, one-sided article to 
get revenge gave way to a genuine desire 
to do an honest job of analyzing American 
men. It meant reading various textbooks 
and articles on the subject and trying to 
recall my own experiences as objectively as 
I could. 

What came out was not so much a de- 
fense of myself as it was one woman’s not- 
too-flattering observations on the male of 
the species. To begin with, I decided there 
were five, not four, types of men whose 
personality traits make them poor mar- 
riage risks. 


TYPE I: Mr. Know-It-All 

This is the man who has been every- 
where and seen everything and insists on 
telling the whole world about it. He be- 
lieves that the mere fact of wearing pants 
invests him with the “divine right” once 
reserved for kings. Kings are virtually 
extinct nowadays, but even in this land of 
democracy the majority of households are 
still run by these “I’m the boss around 
here—What I say goes” male supremacists. 

“Show off’ is another name for this type. 
He knows the inside story on any subject 
you care to mention—and quite a few that 
are unmentionable. He’s bought a drink 
or two in Sugar Ray’s bar on Seventh Ave- 
nue or window-shopped at Jackie Robin- 
son’s store on 125th and right away he’s a 
jug-buddy of theirs. 

He loves to toss around names of big- 
shots, giving the false impression that he 
knows them intimately. and he'll come to 
blows arguing whether Jersey Joe got a 
short count—or vice versa—even though 
he just barely saw the fight on a beat-up 
TV in a corner bar. 

Begin a story or a joke and Mr. Know- 
It-All is right in there with the punch line, 
and Mrs. never gets a chance to tell it all 
the way through. He’s great when things 
are going well, but any mistakes are al- 
ways someone else’s fault. He'll blame the 
unlucky woman he’s married to for every- 
thing, from misplacing his doorkey to los- 
ing his shirt at the race track. 

At heart, he’s a kid who never grew up 
and is constantly seeking the center of the 
stage and is never embarrassed, no matter 
how loud and wrong he is. If the Little 
Woman so much as voices an opinion of 
her own, he takes it as a personal affront. 

Woe unto the career girl who teams up 
with Type I. Her career or business is in 
trouble from the start—he’ll either run it 
or ruin it. 

As a suitor, Mr. K-I-A has a stock com- 
ment for girls who fail to swoon at his 
touch: “If you won’t, there are plenty of 
others who will!” Many times his target 
is a girl who doesn’t make friends easily, 
because she is shy or lacks confidence. He 


considers the not-too-popular girl a push- 
over. To show her gratitude for his atten- 
tion, she may submit to his wishes—then 
spend the rest of her life regretting it. 

If a man in this group happens to be big 
and strong, the athletic type, then muscles 
usually substitute for brains. His motto 
is, “When a woman says ‘no’ she means 
‘yes’,” so you can always count on him 
to use force when finesse is called for. To 
him, the three “R’s” of lovemaking amount 
to “reach, rassle and rape.” 

a. First cousin to Mr. Know-It-All is the 
Genius type. The Genius is invariably— 
and irritatingly—right, but that 
make his correcting your grammar in pub- 
lic any the less painful. The Genius- 
artist, writer, scientist or what-have you— 


doesn’t 


can correctly quote statistics to win an ar- 
gument and rattle off dates in history, but 
just the same, he’s a bore. 

He is also a perfectionist, expects his 
wife to live up to some vague and distant 
ideal. But he can never be satisfied be- 
cause he worships perfection for its own 
sake. His wife, like Caesar’s, must be 
above reproach—in her speech, her man- 
ners, her attire, and even her thoughts. 

And while I can’t say that every man 
with a college degree is a dope, many of 
them fail to realize that the average home 
is equipped with bedrooms, not libraries. 
Too often their wives are left to curl up 
with a good book of a night—and that 


ain’t good! 


TYPE II: Mama’s Boy 

Even if you can bake apple pies “like 
Mother used to make,” put on your run- 
ning shoes when you see Type II heading 
your way. He’s looking for a girl “just like 
the girl that married dear old Dad,” but 
what I want to know—has anyone ever 
heard Dad’s side of it? 

Mom may be a saint, and in Junior’s 
adoring eyes she is. How can a girl win 
with competition like that? He doesn’t 
propose until Mama gives her okay and 
chances are you'll wind up a miserable 
one-third of three-on-a-honeymoon. How- 
ever. as one authority puts it: “A girl could 
stand all that for the sake of getting a nice 
husband. perhaps, but what makes this 
kind a bad marriage risk is that he will 
go right on dragging Mama into his mar- 
riage.” 

So even if you’re lucky and Mama doesn’t 
move in, you’re haunted by her shadow. 
Everything she ever said or did is thrown 
up to you by the man with an Oedipus com- 
plex. He wants to be babied, and wifie be- 
comes Mama’s stand-in. 

Type II is the result of over-devotion 
from the parent, according to findings of 
Dr. John Morgan, Northwestern University 
professor of psychology, who cites various 
situations that give rise to a maladjusted 
parent-child relationship. 

“One such situation is emotional hunger 
of the parents,” writes Dr. Morgan. “This 
may be the result of a lack of devotion 
in their own childhood, from maladjusted 
marital relations, from loss of mate, loss of 
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another child, or a thwarting of ambitions 
in vocational pursuits. 

“Some children enjoy this devotion so 
thoroughly that they develop an unusual 
attachment to the parent giving it and may 
never be able to break from the ties thus 
formed.” 

When it comes to romance, Mama’s Boy 
is never reluctant to go as far as a girl will 
permit him, but when wedding bells begin 
to sound faintly in the distance, his theme 
song is, “I can’t leave my mother.” If she 
is a widow or if he’s supporting his~parents, 
the girl may weaken out of sympathy for 
a man who carries such a load. 

She may even embark on an affair with 
him, hoping that the situation will change 
soon. But it seldom does and she either 
puts an end to it, or eventually marries into 
the closeknit family unit in which she'll 
always be an outsider. 

\t the same time, the man who is seek- 
ing a woman to replace his mother can 
be just as poor a bargain as Mama’s Boy. 
“On the other hand,” states Dr. Morgan, 
‘‘a parent who gives the child no devotion, 
and who is cold, stern, and forbidding may 
develop a hunger in the child which leaves 
him fearful, resentful and morose. In in- 
fancy such neglect often leads to autoerotic 
habits or thumbsucking. In later life, such 

person may devote untold energy in a 
vain hunt for someone to love him enough 
to make up for his infantile starvation.” 

So, unless a woman is prepared to select 
a man’s clothes, make his decisions for 
him, pet and baby him—and all but do the 
leading on the dance floor—she’d better 
steer clear of Mama’s Boy. 


TYPE III: The Pal 

The Pal is at the opposite end of the 
pole. He’s the man who insists that mar- 
riage is a 50-50 proposition. But when the 
leal goes down, it’s closer to 80-20—with 
the woman on the losing end. 

He makes a big show of making his wife 
a “partner” in this marriage business, but 
oddly enough, only on relatively unim- 
ortant matters. He'll ask you what kind 

f seat covers to buy, but after he’s al- 
ready bought the car. You both agree 
that you'll each have a night out during 
ihe week—50-50—and it works fine on his 
free night. 

But when the wife’s turn comes, he can 
think up a million and one excuses why 
they should go out together or why she 
shouldn’t go out at all. Handling the 
budget is your job—the wife’s 50 per cent 

but he’s the one who decides what part 
of the veekly income you actually see. 

In extreme cases, the Pal type husband 
will even suggest that the wife make the 
initial overtures in lovemaking, giving as 
his reason not wanting to force himself on 
her. Equality, he calls it! But even a 
truly 50-50 marriage has its limits. 

Lewis M. Terman. marriage relations ex- 
pert, found in one of his surveys that 2 out 
of 3 women seldom refuse intercourse with 
their husbands; 42 per cent rarely, and 21 


per cent never. And just because women 
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today are liberated from the kitchen is no 
sign they want to relinquish their tradi- 
tionally passive role in lovemaking. 

So when a married man becomes that 
solicitous of his wife’s feelings, it’s a safe 
guess that he’s got someone else on the 
side. 


TYPE IV: The Over-Ambitious Type 

Perhaps this should not be a separate 
category because ambition is a good thing 
and a characteristic to be found in vary- 
ing degrees in all of us. But when ambi- 
tion rules the heart and head and spirit of 
a man, girls, beware. He lets nothing stand 
in the way of his unnatural drive to com- 
plete his education, make a success of his 
business or fulfill whatever ambition that 
motivates him. 

If he happens to marry a woman with 
similar drives and similar goals, they can 
make an almost unbeatable team. I’ve 
seen husbands and wives put in long hours 
of backbreaking toil to put their business 
on a paying basis, and I’ve heard of wives 
who actually laid brick and helped their 
husbands build the homes they both had 
their hearts set on, 

A girl who falls in love with an over- 
ambitious man should either resign herself 
to playing second fiddle to his dreams, or 
if she can, make them her dreams too and 
work like the devil to make them come 
true. 

She should keep in mind the warning of 
Dr. Ernest Dichter. author of many articles, 
that “You can marry a man who looks like 
a collar ad, who has a fortune in the bank 
and a smooth love technique. But you won't 
have a good husband unless he fulfills all 
your needs—your needs over and above 
sex—your need for love, your need to have 
someone in whom you can have implicit 
faith, your need for someone to share your 
happiness and your depressions, your need 
for companionship and intellectual stimu- 
lation.” 

The go-slow approach is advocated by 
Dr. Eleanor Crissey of Cornell Medical 
School’s department of psychiatry. “If the 
man you're dating exhibits some of these 
characteristics.” she says, “there is no rea- 
son to run immediately for the nearest exit. 
The wise move is to go slow and take 
plenty of time before entering any per- 
manent arrangement. The main thing is to 
give him a chance to reveal more about 
himself.” 

But while reminding women crusaders 
that no man was ever reformed by mar- 
riage. Dr. Crissey admits: “On the other 
hand, there is always the woman who con- 
founds the experts by managing to be ex- 
tremely happy as the wife of the last man 
on earth she should have married. This, 
however, demands a degree of maturity, ex- 
perience and sound character that few of 
us have!” she adds. 


TYPE V: The Great Lover 
His playground is the bedroom; his play- 
mates, anything in skirts. “This type of 








man thinks in terms of conquest rather 
than in terms of one-woman marriage,” 
states Dr. Dichter. “Each girl he succeeds 
in seducing—or in mild cases simply in at- 
tracting—is a proof of his masculinity 
which he needs to bolster an inner insecur- 
ity. The really insecure Don Juans carry 
this attitude in their marriages; they ac- 
count for many of the husbands who ‘step 
out on’ their wives or make eyes at the 
maid. 

“With a smart wife who knows how to 
make her own recurring reconquest excit- 
ing and satisfying, the milder Don Juans 
may be converted into successful husbands, 
But it takes a bit of doing and the wife 
herself must be essentially very secure in 
order to lend the security her husband 
needs. Other Don Juans, even though they 
remain married, become the confirmed 
‘chasers,’ the old roués, so common in fact 
and fiction. The worst are the insatiable 
sex addicts.” 

Actually, the vast majority of “great 
lovers” are that only in their own little 
minds. At a party, their roving hands and 
leering glances embarrass everyone but 
themselves. Someone once said: “The 
smallest package in the world is a man 
wrapped up in himself,” and this applies 
to these Romeos. They go blithely along 
on the assumption that any woman should 
feel flattered by their attentions; yet. they 
are so in love with themselves, there’s 
nothing left to share with any woman. 

They are smooth talkers among women 
and loud talkers among men, boasting of 
their conquests and usually supplying the 
time, the place, and the name of the wom- 
an—with graphic comments on her per- 
formance. 

Very few of these men live up to their 
reputations, and those that do are the 
sexual athletes no one woman could sat- 
isfy. The majority are just ordinary men 
trying to prop up their sagging egos by 
flitting from one affair to another, They 
would do better by concentrating on tech- 
nique rather than trying to cover so much 
territory, according to a survey made at 
the Margaret Sanger Research Bureau. 
Marie E. Kopp found that among a group 
of 8.352 patients, 35 per cent of the wom- 
en “usually” experienced orgasm in sex 
relations. 47 per cent “occasionally,” and 
18 per cent “never.” 

Observes Dr. Dichter: “Most men go 
through a phase in which they distinguish 
two kinds of women; the sexless saints 
and the sexual playmates. To have sexual 
relations with the first is almost incon- 
ceivable. But everything is permitted with 
the second. No inhibitions are necessary. 
In time, the majority manage to merge 
their ideal of these two kinds of women 
into one—the sweetheart-wife, the lover- 
mother. 

“Some men, however, never achieve this 
amalgamation of ideals. They give up any 
hope of winning the saint ideal—either 
they conclude they are not worthy or that 
their ideal doesn’t exist. Unable to con- 
bine the paragon-paramour types in his 
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mind, this type of man limits his search to 
a sexual playmate. 
not a wife, and his 


a woman who will be 
He wants a mistress, 
interest in marriage can be explained sole- 
ly by its convenience and economy.” 

The rest of the article dealt with each of 
my five husbands and on that portion of it 
I didn’t even try to keep my emotions from 
running away with me. It was a pretty blis- 


tering attack and I read over the fin- 
ished product, Lee’s puzzling question 
came to my mind. What type was he? And 


the more I thought about it the clearer I 
saw that he didn’t fit into any one of those 
I'd listed, yet had something of each. 

I remembered the statement by Dr. Dich- 
ter I'd read: “It is obvious that many men 
have at least traces of one, and _ possibly 
several, characteristics that women 
warned to avoid in husbands. That is 
fectly proper and normal. Not many men, 
over-compliant. 


are 
per- 
perhaps, are spiteful or 
Certainly most tend to be protective toward 
women. And, without qualification, all want 
mothering. If they are normal, they 
sex play, too, for itself alone. It is the 
balance of any of these tendencies 
marks a man as a marital risk.” 

Lee came for the finished article shortly 
after I'd phoned to let him know it was 
done. I studied him carefully 
through it for mistakes and legal booby- 
traps. A slight frown wrinkled his 
forehead and now and then a smile soft- 
ened his lean, angular face. 

As always, he was neatly dressed; his 
clothes excellent taste and I 
couldn’t help comparing him with Dale, my 
second and unlamented husband, who had 
never picked out and bought a suit for him- 
self, man or boy. 

I recalled the good times Lee and I had 
had together and how he always listened 
to what I had to say, yet never budged an 
inch when he knew he was right. He 
glanced up at me when he’d finished read- 
ing and for the first time in the years I’d 
known him I saw how soft and expressive 
his eyes could be. I felt a blush burning 
my cheeks when our eyes met and I asked 
quickly, “Well, what do you think?” 

A slow smile spread over his face. “I 
think you did a remarkable job, Stell,” he 
told me, “but I still would like to know 
how you’d type me.” 

My heart fluttered crazily. 
sure—yet.” 

He came close to me and I felt my knees 
suddenly turn to water. This time his kiss 
didn’t take me by surprise, but my reaction 
to it did. My arms flew up around his neck 
and my lips pressed against his in reckless 
abandon. Then, gently, he unlocked my 
arms and went to the door. 

“I've got a deadline to make,” 
holding up the manuscript, “but 
back!” 

I don’t know how long I wandered aim- 
lessly about the apartment, my legs still 
shaky from the churning emotions aroused 
by Lee’s ardent embrace. One of the books 
I'd used for the article lay open on the 
table and I sat down and idly leafed 
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trous... old looking hair becomes young- 
looking again... you look younger and you 
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lighted how easy it is to keep your hair 
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for the BLACK STRAND HAIR COLOR- 
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through it. One passage I had underlined 
seemed to leap out at me: 

“Husbands, happy women find, are often 
handsome, rich and romantic. but these ob- 
jectives are stretched to mean many things. 
For instance, handsome in spirit—not nec- 
essarily face; rich in personal resources— 
not necessarily money—romantic in any 
way that sexually arouses their mates.” 

I guess that’s when I realized what had 
happened to me; realized that for the first 
time in my life I was really in love. I could 
scarcely wait until Lee returned. When he 
finally did, I rushed into his arms, marvel- 
ling at how safe and secure I felt. 

“I’m sorry. Stell, I did the best I could,” 
he said with a wry smile. “Jones liked the 


article. but suddenly changed his mind.” 
He patted my shoulder comfortingly. “I’m 
afraid you made it a little too rough on us 
men.” 

“And Mr. Jones is a man, what else 
could you expect?” I said. “But I’m not 
worried. Someday. somewhere. I'll find 
someone who'll print it. In the meantime, 
there’s something more important to be set- 
tled.” I raised my hands to his face. “You 
asked me a question—well, I’ve got the 
answer now.” 

“Oh?” There was a husky catch in his 
voice. “You’ve decided what type of man 
I am?” 

I pulled his face down to mine. “Yes, 


you’re my type!” THE END 
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Stars And Numbers 


(Continued from Page 8) 


ing for many up to the 17th. The coy lady 
now has her innings and the conservative 
man is most likely to feel that this is his 
day and age. The lesson here is that more 
is to be gained by underplaying rather 
than overplaying your romantic hand. Be- 
ing sedate and more dignified—even to the 
point of appearing hard-to-get. can bring 
satisfying rewards. 

The young woman who follows this plan 
has a better chance of getting that sparkler 
than ever before and the male who acts 
conservatively is more likely to wear a 
glow of self-satisfaction and to assume an 
air of contentment. Venus. joined with 
Mars for the first three weeks. provides ro- 
mantic excitement for those with birthdays 
under the signs of Taurus. Cancer. Virgo. 
Scorpio, Capricorn and, to some extent, 
Pisces. In the latter sign. there may be 
some confusion, doubt or even friction in- 
volved. 

The entire month brings romantic ex- 
altation to birthdays under Libra, Sagitta- 
rius, Aquarius, Aries, Gemini and Leo. 
This reference, it should be kept in mind, 
is for those males or females who are “un- 
attached.” In the case of married couples, 
there should be an increase in affections, 
harmony and enjoyment to a greater de- 
gree in social life and entertainment. 

October is a good month in which to pur- 
chase wearing apparel and household fur- 
nishings. Look for tans. browns in various 
hues, black and indigo tints to show prom- 


inence. The planet positions are more 
harmoniously arrayed for engagements and 
marriage on the Ist, 2nd, 3rd. 12th. 18th, 
19th and 24th. The full moon of the 7th 
and 8th stimulates the world and its people 
in terms of romance. 

This is an excellent time for those who 
prefer artistic environments, gracious liv- 
ing and refined behavior. Number com- 
binations are 3. 5 and 6, with 1. 4. 7 and 9 
also prominent. Those born October 10th, 
20th and 30th have a “luck” significance 
on their birthdays. 

October presents the following dates fa- 
voring the conduct of important matters 
for those born under the twelve signs of 
the Zodiac: 

Aries: 2, 4, 5, 12, 16, 18, 20, 22, 23, 28. 

Taurus: 3, 5. pm 13, 14, 18, 22, 24. 25, 31. 

Gemini: 3. 4. 5, af 6, 8, 16, 20, 24, 27. 

Cancer: 3, 5, 9, 18, 19, 23,26, 28, 31. 

Leo: 3, 6, 8, 12, 18, 20, 21, 24, 29. 

Virgo: 3, 6, &; 10, 13. 14, 18, 22, 27. 

Libra: 3, 5, 6, 11, 12, 16, 18, 24. 29, 30. 

Scorpio: 4, 9, 10, 11, 12, 14, 15. 18, 27, 
31. 

Sagittarius: 3, 5, 7, 8, 12, 14, 16, 18, 20, 
29. 

Capricorn: 3, 5, 9, 10, 14, 16, 18, 19, 22, 
31. 

Aquarius: 4, 7, 8, 12, 16, 17, 21. 24, 25. 

Pisces: 3, 5, 9, 10, 14, 15, 18, 20, 21, 23, 


Those who do not know the sign under 
which they were born may obtain this in- 
formation by sending a_ self-addressed, 
stamped envelope together with birth date 
to Helen Sides, c/o Tan, 1820 S. Michigan 
Ave... Chicago 16. 
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I Am A 
German 


War Bride 


(Continued from Peas 23) 


where as to how he, an American Negro 
soldier, could marry a white German girl. 
He came to me one night with a solemn 
face and told me the difficulties that lay 
in our path. There would be weeks and 
weeks of red tape before we could realize 
our dream—if ever. 

Then suddenly one day—almost a year 
from the time we first met—as we fussed 
and fretted about the obstacles in our 
pathway, came word that we had been 
granted permission to wed. That. in itself, 
was good news, but there was news of an- 
other kind to come. The worst had hap- 
penec discovered that I was pregnant. 

I didn’t tell Daniel for about a month. 
I hated to worry him because | felt that he 
had enough worries trying to arrange for 
our marriage and for us to go to the States 
to live. 

“Honey,” 
along, “you’re not yourself tonight. 
seem to be worried about something.” 

I cried when I told him. I knew that he 
felt very badly and worried but he didn’t 
let me “We've got to see your 
mother immediately and tell her,” he said. 
“We've got to find a way to get married 
now and if I can’t take you to the States 
with me, then I’d rather give up my Ameri- 
can citizenship and stay over here. We are 
going to have our baby and keep it and 
somehow make a happy family life.” 

First I said that we would tell Mother 
that night. Then I got so scared that I 
didn’t dare. Each night when we went out 
together, I begged Daniel to wait awhile. 

Fortunately, I hardly showed my preg- 
nancy. I just seemed to grow a little fatter 
and mother thought that it was because I 
was getting better food since the Ameri- 
cans came. However. I began having sick 
spells each morning so I finally told 
Mother that I thought that I should see a 
doctor. The doctor gave me some shots 
but did not examine me thoroughly. Later, 
when I went back, I told him what I knew. 

That was when we decided that we must 
break the news immediately. Of course, 
it was difficult and Mother at first bawled 
Daniel out and then we all sat down and 
cried. When Mother quieted down, she 
seemed to sense that, after all, Daniel was 
trying so hard to do the right thing. 

“You must get married—that’s the first 
thing,” she said, “then we can worry about 
the rest.” 

Dad was wonderful about the 
thing. He said that we would hold a civil 
ceremony anyway, with a German minister 
marrying us. On advice of a friendly 
white American, my parents accompanied 





he said one night as we drove 


You 


down. 


whole 





us to the courthouse in Frankfurt where 
we were married. 

Mother and Dad stood up with us. Then 
they both kissed Daniel and me and told 
us that we would have to be very good 
children. They made a strict rule that we 
must be home every night after that by 
10:30; no sneaking out together. 

Later, much later, Daniel and I were 
to again stand in front of a minister in this 
good old USA and get married the second 
time. But we felt no more married than 
we did when we stood in the Frankfurt 
courthouse with my parents. 

Daniel gave me a gold wedding ring that 
he had bought in Frankfurt. 
packing or in traveling to America, I lost 
it. When I got here, bought me an- 
other one, but Ill always love that first 
little one that he gave me. 

After we married back 
Daniel would come up to the apartment 
and we would make plans for our baby. 
When Eleanor arrived in 1949, my mother, 
my Aunt Ellie (my mother’s sister) and 
the midwife helped at her birth. I was 
terribly sick and had a hard time giving 
birth to her right there in our apartment. 
But Daniel was there and when he smiled 
at me and told me what a wonderful baby 
we had, nothing else mattered. Mom loved 
the baby from the start and still calls 
Eleanor “my baby.” 

Later, it was arranged for me to go out 
and earn a little money while Mom stayed 
home and took care of Eleanor. I worked 
as a clerk in a grocery store for a while 
but Daniel didn’t like to have me working, 
so we soon changed places and Mom went 
to the store. By this time, I spoke English 
pretty well, thanks to Daniel’s patient tu- 
toring. 

One day Daniel told me that he was go- 
ing back to Akron on a furlough to get a 
home ready for us. He was lucky to find 
a new house that had been built on Grace 
Road in the Springfield township section 
of Akron. This is the same neighborhood 
in which he had grown up—a neighbor- 
hood with a few Negro families sprinkled 
in among many white families. 

The house is located about a quarter of 
a mile from the home of Daniel’s parents 
and he was able to get a GI loan to help 
buy it. Today, our neighbors on one side 
are white and on the other Negro. 
We get along fine with all of them. 

Before he returned to Germany, Daniel 
rented the house to one of his two sisters 
and she, in turn, sub-leased it to another 
family before we got here. It is two stories 
high, has six rooms and a nice yard for 
the children to play in. It still needs a lot 
of fixing up but we are doing it by degrees. 


more 


Somehow, in 


were home, 


side 


HEN DANIEL came back from his 

furlough, he told me all about his 
family and how his mother had remarried. 
She is now Mrs. James Jackson and was 
pleased to hear that we were married. She 
has been wonderful to me from the begin- 
ning. One of Daniel’s sisters, however, 
seemed a little afraid at first that our mar- 
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g The other one 
is one of my best chums now. 

Back in Frankfurt we began to make 
plans for the time when Daniel would be 
mustered out of the Army in the spring of 
1952. When he left me in Frankfurt in 
June of that year, I cried my heart out. 

“You'll be coming in the fall,” he con- 
soled me. “I’ve bought your airplane 
ticket already and arranged for you to 
come on a visitor’s visa. It’s the only way 
[ can get you there that quickly,” he told 
me happily. He then explained that if I 

ited to come in on the regular immi- 

ation quota, it might be months and 
1onths. We wanted so very much to be 
together because we were so unhappy apart. 

When Daniel left for the States, I found 
that I was already pregnant again. But I 

id my precious visa and my airplane 
tickets so I never worried about anything 

but reaching Akron and my new 
me. “Our new baby will be an Ameri- 

1 citizen,” I told him excitedly. 

lo save time, Daniel arranged for me to 
leave by plane from New York as soon as 
[ landed there and to meet him at the Ak- 
I even had my ticket 


riage wouldn’t work out. 


Canton airport. 
AKron. 
[ll never forget the day when my plane 
landed at International Airport and the 
iigration authorities came aboard and 
lled my name. They called the name of 
ther German woman, too. It seems 
at she had been to the U. S. before and 
ehow had lost her passport this time. 
But I was as green as grass about the 
le thing. 
It was the greatest moment of my life as 
plane came down over the skyscrapers 
New York and I saw the Statue of Lib- 
for the first time. I hugged little 
leanor, who was sitting with her nose 
sed against the window of the plane. 
s dark-skinned like her Dad—and very 


I noticed as we were about to land that 
the stewardess kept looking at me. When 
landed, some of the immigration men 

over to where I was sitting. One of 

said: “We'll have to hold you here 
New York for a few days.” His face 
hard as a rock and his voice like flint. 

I started to cry. 
Don’t worry.” he told me, “we will take 
in a car to a nice hotel where you will 
omfortable.” But the woman who had 
held up whispered to me: “I'll bet 

Ellis Island.” 
She was right. Instead of taking us to 
mfortable hotel like he said, they drove 
Then we went across the 
The water looked 


to the ferry. 
to Ellis Island. 
chtening to me and I was cold, miser- 
and scared there with my baby. 
\t Ellis Island, they put me in a big 
m with many beds in it. They let me 
| the baby. Then I sank down on a bed 


nd cried. Instead of being on a plane 


bound for Akron, here I was hundreds of 
les from home—hundreds of miles from 
He had planned everything 


Daniel. 


down to the last detail only to have his 
plans hit a snag at the last moment. 

I shall never forget the hard-faced 
woman in charge at the Ellis Island dormi- 
tories. When my baby reached out and 
accidentally touched her, she said: “Don’t. 
Get that baby away from me or I will pun- 
ish her.” I had never seen such a cross 
woman. 

Several hours later, she came to me and 
said that there was a telephone message 
for me. I ran to that phone. It was 
Daniel’s mother, and to me, her voice 
sounded like the voice of an angel. 

“You're all right, honey. Stop crying,” 
she told me. “Daniel is making out a 
bond and he'll have you out of there scon.” 
Then she told me that she and Daniel 
would meet me at the Akron-Canton air- 
port whenever my plane came in—day or 
night. 

This was Saturday, so since no business 
is transacted at Ellis Island on Sunday, I 
had to wait until Monday before I was 
finally able to get out of that terrible place. 
We took the plane to Akron that evening 
and as we came down over the city that 
was to be my new home, I strained my 
eyes through the darkness. Was Daniel 
there at the airport waiting for me? He 
must be, he must be, I kept saying to 
myself. 

But I needn’t have worried. He was at 
the steps of the plane, ready to clasp me 
in his strong arms, to lift Eleanor to his 
broad shoulder and to lead us to the car 
he had purchased—a second-hand one, but 
a chariot of joy to me. Then his mother, 
father and sisters stepped out of the 
shadows of the airport to greet me. too. It 
was midnight, but what a wonderful mid- 
night! 

“The other people haven’t vacated our 
place yet, but they will in a short time,” 
explained Daniel as we drove along. 
“Meanwhile. we'll live with Mother and 
Dad for a few weeks.” As far as I was 
concerned, we could live anywhere as long 
as I was with Daniel and Eleanor. 

Daniel’s mother wanted us to have a real 
wedding ceremony at a church so she ar- 
ranged to have her minister marry us again 
at an Akron Methodist church. This time 
we had all of the trimmings which were 
missing at the civil ceremony in Frank- 
furt. We even had a wedding cake and a 
reception afterwards. Then came days of 
“honeymoon” happiness. We lived with 
Daniel’s folks for six weeks and everyone 
was wonderful to me. 

It wasn’t long before it was time for me 
to go to the hospital for Gabrielle’s birth. 
I was placed in a ward with four beds. 
Two of the other young white mothers 
there were very kind to me. chatted with 
me and compared their babies with mine. 
Only one turned away from me. She had 
seen Daniel as he made his daily visits to 
me and saw that he was dark-skinned. I 
felt badly when one of the nurses told me 
that she had asked to be moved to another 
room, but I was relieved when they got 
her out of there. 


That’s not the only time since I arrived 
here, of course, that people have looked 
askance at us. When I do downtown shop- 
ping with my husband, people still turr 


and stare at us on the street. Frankly. | 
can't understand why there is so much 
racial prejudice downtown in Akron and 
in other U. S. cities. 

In Germany, after we were married, 
there were so many other German girls go- 
ing with Negroes that no one paid much 
attention. Out here in our little com- 
munity. no one cares whether you're black 
or white, it seems. It is more like it was 
back home. We had never before seen 
Negroes but we certainly accepted them 
much better than you do here where you 
have known them all along. 

My mother-in-law takes me everywhere 
with her and has had me meet all of her 
friends. I also have a very good friend in 
the white woman who is my_ next-door 
neighbor. She likes to talk with me and 
we frequently crochet together. 


ANIEL IS THE kindest and the most 

considerate husband a girl could ever 
have. If you asked me why I married him, 
I would probably say. first and foremost, 
because of his kind disposition. I admired 
his strength, too. You see he was once an 
amateur boxer. Sure, we have our little 
spats—mostly over some little thing about 
bringing up the children, but we agree on 
most everything of any consequence. [| 
want to have four children before my fam- 
ily’s done. 

I do all of the housework, but Daniel 
He gets up some pretty 
fine meals, too. Of course, I also cook 
when he’s away at his work in the rubber 
mat department at Goodyear. We don't 
have a lot of furniture yet for we only buy 
a piece when we can afford it, but we do 
have a fine big TV set and we spend all 
our evenings sitting watching it. 

My mother-in-law complains that all I 
want to do is to “stay home with Daniel 
and look at TV.” Even after the kids are 
in bed, we sit hand in hand on the daven- 
port looking at it. It’s a good way to help 
to forget our troubles, we find. 

Daniel has big plans for landscaping. 
“This time next year, you won’t know this 
place, honey,” he beams. “I want to plant 
some vines for the porch and maybe we 


loves to cook. 


can screen it in.” 

I love my American household appli- 
ances—my refrigerator, my clean kitchen, 
my modern stove. I love the freedom here. 
The grocery stores are wonderful; no more 
bread lines and people waiting for hours 
to get their meager allotment of foodstuffs 
and clothes. 

I write my mother in Germany twice a 
week and she writes to me once a week. 
She is very happy for me and hopes some 
day that she may be able to get over to 
visit us. My sister probably won’t come 
as she is now dating a German boy and 
they probably will be married. 

Our two children are beautiful. Eleanor 








is the | 
ter rac 
about | 
as our 
eanor : 
let her 
“orand 
She a 
God, v 
our ho 
and wl 
All | 
me ver 
the fez 
them | 
hangs 
ence. 
tighten 
here, b 
Interné 
stand < 
tended. 
in clos 
cials, h 
he will 
deport 
“Fil 
Daniel 
lived it 
always 
But 
his Zoo 
be an 
will de 
tended. 
ern CO! 
don’t v 
childre 
ful cou 
That 
and k 
friends 
everyth 
it to. I 


N 


WM 





ved is the darker; Gabrielle is light. No “mas- 
ced ter race” of Germans as they used to talk 
Op- about at school could make babies as good | OW 
irr as ours—strong, healthy and happy. El- 
I eanor speaks perfect English but I'll never Se aeateeenaae 


. . ’ oS 

ich let her forget her German. She still says 

nd “orandma is in Germany,” when I ask her. 
i coo 


She attends the Community Church of 
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I Majored 
In Sex 
(Continued from Page 25) 


drab and dull as an old cleaning 
yman’s uniform. Julie was one of the most 
popular students at Parker College, an all- 
girl school. She had a steady boy friend, 
labe Williams, captain of the football team 
t nearby State College, a co-ed institution, 
and a waiting list as long as her lovely 
ifitis, 
What a-contrast, she and I—roommates! 
[ lay there in bed, unable to sleep, and re- 
iewed my strange existence, the turmoil 
iich constantly churned in my mind, the 
tal awkwardness of my life. Scenes floated 
rough my mind like a disjointed movie, 
ind [ wondered for the thousandth time 
hy it was I had no boy friend; why I was 
i misfit; why I was the loneliest person on- 
impus—the miserable little prude who 
blushed in sex bull sessions, who became 
flustered in the close presence of a boy, 
in broad daylight. 
Why it was that I never had the nerve to 
k the many questions that leaped into my 
1ind during sex class (listed as ““The Study 
Marriage Problems”)? Was it that I 
ited to show my ignorance on the subject? 
\s I thought about it. there abed, trying 
recover from my sex nightmare, I knew 
at my dilemma really began in that very 
lass. although the history of my “case” 
egan at home, where talk of things sexual 
is strictly taboo. I had come to Parker 
» major in sociology. my mother’s idea. 
The first year, I remembered, was fairly 
easy. | had roomed with a girl with a stick- 
the-mud background like mine. I had 
been determined to bridge successfully the 
gap between a country-town high school 
and college, so I studied like mad; and 
being a freshman anyway and in every 
se of the word, I had lived as a campus 
onentity. 
The beginning of this year, my sopho- 
ore term, was what had thrown me, loop- 
me into subjects and things and ideas 
nd disturbances which I was in no way 
juipped to face nor solve, changing my 
ajor, as it were, from sociology to sex. 


\j Y MIND FLASHED back to the be- 

ginning of the sophomore term and 

being introduced to my new roommate, 
Julie, by the “house mother.” From the 
first, | had known that Julie and I had 
common. She had bounce and 
gaiety and carefree confidence and an ap- 
proach to life that puzzled me. From our 
arliest talks, I had learned that she, a 
retty girl, was experienced with boys, that 
she seemed to understand them and all the 
yvays of twisting them around her little 


{ rer 


ttle in 


[ had also learned that she only thought 


OU 





it natural to be interested in them, to talk 
about them, and to explore. in sex sessions, 
all the mysteries of romance. I had learned 
eventually that she came from a “modern” 
home, where parents were practical. unlike 
mine, where mother sat down to talk with 
daughter, where the boy friend was wel- 
come, where life, as lived excitingly by the 
young, was completely above-board. 

Julie was a city-bred girl. from “Philly,” 
as she called it; I was from Jessup. in 
Georgia, country-bred and corn-fed, which 
was the pure, unvarnished truth in more 
ways than one, We had come to Parker 
mainly because Mrs. Majorine Parker, the 
school’s founder, was one of the most 
widely-known and respected of all Negro 
women leaders and Parker College was the 
best school for Negro girls in North Caro- 
lina, the South and, I suppose. the world. 

I remembered my first class in sex, which 
had for its teacher a most unlikely-looking 
professor: Miss Angie Prince, a statuesque, 
athletically-built white woman from the 
North, whose sharp features and bobbed 
hair seemed chronically out of place in dis- 
cussions of love. even to me, which I think 
was the perfect way of hinting that she 
didn’t fit. She would have been more at 
home in the gym. I thought. 

From the first. I hadn’t liked Miss Prince 
as a teacher. for it had seemed to me that 
she was more interested in getting us to 
talk about ourselves than in preparing 
for our roles as wives. mothers and “help- 
mates.” the purported 
course, as stated so plainly in the Parker 
College catalogue. 

I remembered what a novice I had been 
when I entered the class. and how I had 
blamed my parents for it. They should have 
known that there was life beyond the con- 
fines of our modest home on the outskirts 
of Jessup. the Baptist church (which my 
father pastored and which was the family’s 
consuming interest). the Jim Crow high 
school (run by one of dad’s deacons). and 
the few friends we had. the restricted soci- 


purpose of the 


ety in which we moved. 

A good student. I had graduated from 
high school at 16. by which time I had 
never been kissed. had never gone on a 
date, had never been to a dance. and knew 
nothing more about sex than what I 
“learned” by hearsay. in giggly. secretive 
talks about how a certain girl was “devel- 
oping.” or of how another had “messed 
up.” or of what one boy said to a girl then 
tried to do. or of a most mysterious subject 
called “it.” 

It seemed strange to me now that no one 
at home ever talked about “it.” which I 
knew was the essence of sex. I understood, 
sadly, just before leaving home for college 
when mother and dad took me aside to give 
me what they considered was the proper 
going-away advice. Actually, my dad did 
most all the talking, sitting across from me 
in our living room, his face as serious as it 
was when he was in the pulpit preaching 
against hell and damnation. His voice came 
back to me clearly, 

“You’re about to begin a new adventure,” 


dad had said. “You're going off to college, 
and you'll find it different from life here in 
Jessup. I don’t agree with all the things 
they're doing at Parker, but your mother 
and I are convinced that it is the best schoo] 
we can send you to. 

“We shouldn’t have to fill your head with 
a lot of rules, Jane.” he had continued, “be. 
cause we have tried to raise you according 
to the laws of God. Always remember your 
home training and you won't get into 
trouble.” 

I had wondered what “trouble” was. 

“You'll find, Jane.” he had gone on, “that 
the world is full of temptations. Yield not 
to temptation, for yielding is sin.” 

Those words he had taken directly from 
one of our church’s favorite hymns. 

“At Parker.” he had said, “you'll run 
into many kinds of people—teachers who 
have an ungodly look on life and girls from 
all kinds of homes. They'll hold out tempta- 
tions to you; they'll gloss up sin to make it 
attractive; but, Jane, always remember 
your father and mother. We didn’t raise you 
to lead the devil’s life. We want you to bea 
credit to humanity.” 

My mother, a completely-dominated, but 
sweet little woman. had interrupted to ask: 
“Don’t you think we should tell her some 
‘facts of life’? After all, shell be 20 when 
she finishes Parker, and surely by then 
she’ll—” 

But my father had throttled that idea. 
“Jane.” he had ended up saying, “always 
guard your virtue as you would your life. 
You'll meet boys and men who will want to 
violate you. Keep away from them. Study. 
Pray. Go to church. Keep your mind on the 
fact that we’re sending you to school, pay- 
ing your way, so that you can make some- 
thing important out of yourself. Don’t let 
anything interfere with that.” 

I smiled faintly as I remembered how 
Dad had done what, for him, was a mag- 
nanimous thing: he had given me $25 to 
spend any way I wanted. But in his somber 
warnings. he had sowed the seeds of dis- 
trust of anyone in pants, I supposed, think- 
ing of it in moments after my sex night- 
mare, that it was no wonder that it made 
me nervous to be close to boys, especially 
the fellows from State, who had a fancy for 
Parker girls. 

Again the sex class, at least, an incident 
from it. floated across my mind, and it, like 
all the rest, accentuated my naivete, my 
complete unpreparedness for the frankness 
of my school mates and the almost scientific 
aloofness with which Miss Prince discussed 
the subject. There would be a time in my 
life, I knew. when I would be willing to give 
everything I had to be like Julie, to have a 
boy friend, to have an affair, to be able to 
join Julie in bull sessions and tell about 
my guy and how good he was at making 
love. 

Ha! What an improbable dream. T was 
Jane Lee Wilkins, Miss Prude of Any Year, 

the perennial wall-flower, Parker’s best can- 
didate for spinsterhood. 

It must have been almost daybreak when 
I, my mind whirled into a blank, found the 
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call of Morpheus too strong to ignore, 
slipped out of bed, glanced again at Julie, 
turned off the lights, and tumbled into sleep 
as empty and untroubled as a hollow log. 


HE “SEX CLASS” at Parker College 

was more popular than any other sub- 
ject—despite mannish Miss Prince! It was 
a new thing for the school. as it was for 
most Negro schools, and it after- 
dinner and after-lights-out bull sessions just 
that much more juicy for most of the 
Parker girls. 

I went to Miss Prince’s sex class in my 
sophomore year believing that sex was 
nasty and sinful and something no one dis- 
cussed openly. I was a girl, yet much of my- 
self was a mystery to me; I was, in fact, an 
attractive girl, but I didn’t ever think of 
using my attractiveness to make _ boys 
whistle and stare and pass; I kept away 
from boys because I was guarding my 
virtue. 

I knew that I was in for a rough time one 
day when Miss Prince announced: “Girls, 
this is going to be a very informal class. 
We've got a textbook, it’s true. and a stuffy 
one at that. But we’re going to dig into life, 
and I don’t believe life can be lived by a 
book. No book human; but here we’re 
going to talk about human problems.” 

The girls must have been “boning” up, 
for they soon had the class spinning like a 
top. 

It really got going when Rachel Knight 


made 


asked: “Miss Prince, do you think a girl 
should have sex relations before mar- 
riage?” 

Shocked, I glanced at Rachel. She had 


asked a question like that right out in open 
and there was no shame on her face. It was 
just as though she had asked: “Miss Prince, 
what should a girl a football 
game?” 

Miss Prince didn’t answer the question; 
instead, called for a discussion on the 
subject. 

I was surprised to find out that there 
were so many girls who thought it 
proper to have sex relations before mar- 
riage and that. them 
were discussing the subject mischievously, 
for they had long ago enjoyed their first 
experience in sex. 

But the class split into two groups, those 
“for” and those “against” mar- 
riage. The “fors” may not have been in the 
majority, but they seemed to be more ar- 
ticulate. 

“T think it is right for a girl to have rela- 
tions with a boy before getting married,” 
said Hazel Johnson, “because if she doesn’t, 
she may lose her man.” 

There was an audible giggle at that. 

“I agree with Hazel.” Lillie Beekman 
said. “They send you to college to learn 
math and history and science so you can go 
out in the world and get a good job. But 
nobody wants you to have any real knowl- 
edge of the most important thing in the 
world, making love. I don’t think a girl 
should be promiscuous, but I do think that 
she should learn about sex from experience 


wear to 


she 


was 


obviously, many of 


sex before 


so that when she does get married, she 
won't disappoint her husband. I know I'd 
hate to be a man married to a girl who 
doesn’t know how to act.” 

I felt a blush my cheeks, as though 
Lillie were talking about me. It hit home 
so real, that I was forced to see whether 
she was watching me. She wasn’t. I was re- 
lieved to know that. yet the disturbance 
which this class had already created 
wouldn't lessen. 

The talk beat at me from all sides. 

“Boys may say they feel just the 
about a girl who goes the whole way, but 
they don’t mean it,” Helen Young said. 
“They'll do all they can to break her down 
and then not respect her as much after—” 

“That’s unfair.” Lillie said sharply. 

“Well, for Pete’s sake.” Helen came 
back, “when were men ever fair? Naturally, 
I don’t think a girl who gets swept away is 
a Fallen Woman, but I do say she’s awfully 
foolish. Men take what they can get, but 
they want to marry a virgin.” 

My hopes were lifted a bit by Helen’s 
strong defense. I wished I could get on her 
side and say something that would clinch 
the I was dumb. I kept 
quiet. 

“That’s old-fashioned.” Lillie said. and it 
was clear that Lillie and Helen had taken 
over the discussion. Miss Prince sat at her 
desk. enjoying moment of it. “The 
idea that women aren’t as passionate as men 
is as out-moded as the Model-T. Men know 
that. They’re afraid of frigid women.” 

What was a “frigid” I wondered. 
Was / a frigid girl? 

“Well. naturally. if you’re in love.” Helen 
going to pet. and if you’re 
you're not going to want to stop 
There are bound to be times when 
limit. But if you’re 
smart. you'll put on the brakes—and stop!” 

Suddenly I had a strange turn of mind. 
Instead of siding with Helen. I was now 
siding with Lillie. right; a girl 
should have sex experience. I was proof of 

Here I sat in the class. tongue-tied by 
ignorance, made to feel a misfit because in 
our house sex was a taboo subject, a sin, 
There I was. a college girl 
as stupid 


same 


argument—but 


every 


woman, 


said, “you're 
normal. 
petting. 
you'll want to go the 


She was 


something nasty. 
in these modern times, unkissed, 
about sex as I was about Einstein’s theory 
of relativity. I was a know-nothing. 

But suppose I had spoken up when the 
talking about “it,” 
closely, 


high school girls were 
suppose I 
suppose I had 
movie date, sat in the 
as I’d heard them say 
they did, where they had “fun” with their 
boy friends: suppose I'd sneaked off from 
home to go swimming on co-ed night at 
the YMCA and then, ostensibly on the way 
had gone for a drive with my boy 


suppose I had listened 
had asked questions: 
sneaked off on a 


dimly-lit balcony. 


home, 
friend. 

If that had happened, I’d know what to 
say now. and what I would say is this: a girl 
should start to learn about sex as soon as 
she is able. 

I was immediately glad that I hadn’t said 
those words aloud. 
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\ big, stern-faced girl named Lillian 
Randolph stood up and almost shouted: 
“You all talk like a bunch of prostitutes. 
What kind of a school is this anyway? 
You’d think sex was the end of all exist- 
ence; you act like you’ve got to eat, sleep, 
and breathe sex to be happy. As if you 
couldn’t wait until you’re married. I think 
you're all perfectly disgusting. I didn’t 
come here to be in class with a bunch of 
morons.” 

She stalked out of the room, leaving the 
others, including Miss Prince, dumb- 
founded and me trembling with indecision. 
[ liked her conviction; but was she right? 

“Well!” Lillie said after a bit, raising an 
eyebrow. “Of course, we all know what’s 
wrong with Lillian. She’s frustrated.” 

“Or frigid,” said Hazel. 

I remembered the “lover” in my sex 
nightmare and everybody shuddered, as if 
someone had reported that Lillian was a 
leper. The girls who had been against sex 
before marriage all looked sheepish, as if 
ashamed of themselves for being on that 
side of the question. Miss Prince just stood 
there in front of her desk, her face a bright 
mirror of excitement and, I thought, a 
trange kind of satisfaction. 

The disturbances that started in sex class 
that day remained with me all afternoon. 
\ thousand questions popped through my 
mind, making me feel helpless; the burden 
was too much to bear, because I had no 
one to answer them for me. It was that 
night the sex nightmare came. It was the 
next day that I decided in urgency that I 
just had to find some answers. 

I had to know whether I was capable of 
being a sex partner. 

I wanted to know whether making love 
was something a girl had to learn step-by- 
step or whether it came naturally. 

[ wondered whether I, a girl unkissed, 
unloved, inexperienced, would ever have a 
boy friend and, if so, what he’d think of 
me after our first date. 

What did a girl do on a petting date? 

Did a boy expect a girl to go all the way 
the first time, or did he work up to “it” 
eradually? 

im I normal? I asked myself. Suppose 
I’m frigid; suppose I’m unable to do my 
hare of making love; suppose I never get 
a boy friend, never know what love is, never 


rry. Oh, God! 


(THE PROSPECT of a loveless life terri- 
fied me. I resolved that I would meet 
1 boy. that I would have an affair, that I 
would let him make love to me and I would 
make love to him—because I just had to 
find out for myself about myself. Yes, Lillie 
right; so right. How could Mother 
ind Dad be so wrong, so ignorant, about 
hings? How did they expect me to find 
out the most important fact about life? 
Yet a big doubt gnawed at my resolu- 
tion: what made me think I could attract 
1 boy? What made me think I could get 
past the first step of making love? 
Then the obvious answer came: ask 
Julie! It was such a natural answer that 
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I wondered why I hadn’t thought of it be- 
fore. As soon as we were together in our 
room that evening, I posed my problem. 

Julie giggled hilariously. It was about 
midnight, and she’d just come in, flushed 
and happy. I guessed that she’d sneaked 
off-campus for a date with Jabe. 

“So you want me to help you find a boy 
friend?” she asked, unbelievingly, and gig- 
gled again. 

I felt the sting of anger, with both my- 
self and with her, but I had to go on; I 
had to learn; why not from an expert? 

“Don’t make fun of me, Julie,” I said. 
“T was brought up in a small, Southern 
town, in a strictly religious home; I was 
tied to my parents all my life. It was dif- 
ferent with you. I’m asking you to help 
me... as—as a friend.” 

The smile disappeared from her face, a 
cloud of wonder replacing it. 

“You are serious, aren’t you?” She 
found it hard to believe, and I couldn’t 
blame her. 

“T’m serious,” I said. 

She sighed, as if disliking the job she 
had to do, but resolved to see it through. 

“Okay.” she said. “I'll help you. Jabe’s 
got a friend who'd go for you, I think. 
We'll fix up a date after the football game 
Saturday. It'll take a little nerve, but just 
relax—act like you’ve been going out with 
boys all your life. Understand? 

“Now, we’ve got to do something about 
your hair and face.” 

She came over to sit on my bed and ap- 
praise my hair-do, make-up, and figure. 
Then she went to the clothes closet and 
inspected my wardrobe. “Got any money?” 
she asked. 

“A little.” 

“Okay. tomorrow buy yourself some face 
powder, lipstick, fingernail polish and 
Chanel No. 5. You’ve got good hair, so we 
can fix that up here. Get that green dress 
pressed—that’s the best one you’ve got; 
no, the neckline’s too high. Ill lend you 
one of mine—” 

Julie was interested now. She was like 
a general, planning a major battle. 


If I went to class. if I studied, if I ate 
or slept the rest of the week—three days— 
I didn’t know it. for all I could think about 
was Saturday night and my first date. Sat- 
urday, Saturday. Saturday, Saturday, Sat- 
urday. It couldn’t come too soon— 

Saturday we went over to State for the 
game. It was to be a big day for many of 
us Parker girls, for we had permission to 
stay to the after-game dance. We didn’t 
have to be back on-campus until midnight! 

But Julie and I weren’t interested much 
in the dance. She had fixed it (I thought) 
with Jabe for us to take a little trip in his 
car after a few dances. We'd be alone, 
away from prying chaperones, and that 
would be more fun. She said I'd like 
Danny Hill, Jabe’s friend— 

And she was right. I guess it just came 
naturally that Danny was the kind of guy 
who could make my heart flip. He was as 
handsome as the guy in my dreams, ex- 


cepting that he had sweet, brown eyes. He 
was, I learned, one of the stars of the game, 
a lithe, manly guy who seemed to radiate 
charm and friendliness. 

Yet, I had trouble keeping my strength 
in my knees, keeping my senses, trying to 
keep the blood from pounding my ear. 
drums ’til I was deaf as Julie led me across 
the State gym floor, where the dance was 
getting started, to where Jabe and Danny 
waited. 

“Jane,” she had said, introducing me, 
“this is Jabe Williams, captain of the 
State College football team, star of the 
day, and dear friend of mine. Jabe, this 
is Jane, my roommate.” I watched Danny, 
who stood by expectantly. 

“Hello, Jane,” I heard Jabe say. “I’ve 
been wanting to meet you.” I forced my 
eyes in line with his and managed to say, 
“Hello, Jabe.” He was bigger than Danny, 
not so handsome as Danny, but he was one 
good hunk of man. All man. I could see 
why Julie was in love with him. 

“And, here’s Danny,” Julie said to me. 

It was good that I had memorized his 
features before Julie introduced us. for 
otherwise I might have gone out with a 
stranger. Now that the big moment had 
arrived, I was scared—scared that I’d make 
a fool of myself. Oh, God! Why had I 
gotten into this mess; why had I asked 
Julie to fix up a date for me? But I had 
to go through with it. I had to find out 
about myself; if I let this one chance slip 
by, maybe I’d never— 

Somehow, I acknowledged the introduc- 
tion. As one in a trance, I managed to 
mutter a few words of conversation. I 
was lucky; I didn’t have to say too much 
because Jabe and Danny insisted on re- 
living the football game and Julie didn’t 
seem to mind. I stuck in a few words about 
how much I had liked the game—which 
was truthful—and that, I was relieved to 
find out, seemed to deal me in all right for 
the time being. Then Jabe and Julie were 
gone dancing and I was left alone with 
Danny. 

“Would you like to dance?” he asked. 

He didn’t know I’d never been dancing 
in my life. What could I tell him? Could 
I just say, “Sorry, but I don’t know how 
to dance?” No. That would kill me off 
right there. It was too early, and not in 
keeping with my desires, to plead a head- 
ache, as I’d seen girls do in movies. What? 
What? What? I had to say something— 

“J—I .. .” stammering. 

“I’m glad you’re not anxious,” Danny 
said. “To tell the truth, I’ve had enough 
exercise on my feet for one day. What say 
we go for a drive?” 

Without Jabe and Julie? 

He seemed to catch my thought, or was 
it that I looked toward them? 

“Oh.” said Danny, “this is my night to 
use the car. You see, Jabe and I bought 
the jalopy together and we use it on alter- 
nate Saturdays during football season.” 

“T see.” 

“Better come along now,” he said, “be- 
fore the chaperones get slick. They won't 
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be watching the doors closely until the 


dance is about half over. Then, they’re 
just like prison wardens.” 
I forced myself to follow him. I was 


glad when we were outside; I don’t know 
what I would have done if I had been 
stopped by a chaperone. Wouldn’t that 
have been some luck, winding up in a scan- 
dal on my first date? I thought about Julie 
as Danny held the door of the car for me 
to get in. She hadn’t told me that she and 
Jabe were staying at the dance. Sure, I'd 
told her to fix things, but she could have 
Jet me in on the whole deal. But, I remem- 
bered, I had been a pretty strange sort to 
her; she probably thought I would have 
backed out had I known that she wasn’t 
going to be along to hold my hand. 

The thought that I needed another gir] 
to make a date for me shot a spark of 
anger through my thoughts as Danny 
climbed in his side of the car and began 
adjusting the top. (It was early fall, but 
still warm enough to go driving in a con- 
I resolved that it would never 
happen again; I’d make my own way in 
romance from now on, if it killed me. 

Danny broke in on my thoughts as the 
car pulled easily from the gym. “Where 
would you like to go?” 

“Oh,” I said, “just riding.” 

He laughed. “We’re doing that now. I 
thought you had a favorite spot in mind.” 

“Suppose you decide.” I still sat apart 
from him, looking straight ahead. 

“Okay.” Danny said. “Suppose we go 
down to Willow Weep Park. The 
and the beach should make a pretty pic- 
ture, and there shouldn’t be many people 
around. The season ended Labor Day.” 

“How far is it?” 

“About 10 miles from town,” he told me. 
“It’s the only recreation spot Negroes have 


vertible. ) 


moon 


around here.” 

“Willow Weep Park,” I said, half to my- 
self. “That’s an odd isn’t it?” I 
was a bit surprised to see how easy it was 


name, 


to make conversation. 

Danny laughed. Maybe he was the 
son I was talking in spite of myself and 
my million thoughts and doubts and dis- 


rea- 


turbances, 

“Yes, I guess it does sound funny un- 
less you know the story.” he said. “Actu- 
ally, it’s simple: the park is owned by a 
local bandleader and dancehall owner. 
Teddy ‘Willow Weep’ Horne.” He laughed 
again. “The guy used to be quite a sax 
player. His best number was Willow Weep 


for Me: so. guys started calling him Wil- 
low Weep Horne—quite a coincidence, eh? 
The sax and his name. Horne. Well, when 
he started the dance hall, he called it ‘Wil- 
low Weep’s.. He made so much dough 
there, he bought the park. That’s the story 
of Willow Weep Park—” 

T WAS BEAUTIFUL, like a movie 

scene: the moonlight bouncing off the 
white, sandy beach and shimmering across 
the gently-stirring waters. At that moment, 
as I spotted Willow Weep Park for the 


first time. I thought it was like a slice out 
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of paradise. But when Danny stopped the 
car, behind a little knoll looking down on 
the beach, and put his arm gently behind 
me, I went stiff. 

I tried to drive the stiffness out of me. 
This was what I had wanted, what I had 
asked and planned for. “Just relax.” I re- 
membered Julie telling me. Relax! Relax! 
Relax! I commanded myself, but with lit- 
tle success. And it was so silly. After all, 
we were doing only what millions of boys 
and girls had done before; why should I 
be so different? Still I felt as though some- 
thing clean and shining was about to be 
soiled. 

Danny hadn’t noticed; I guess he had 
figured there was plenty of time. 

“This doggone steering wheel gets in my 
way.” he said after a while. “Let’s get 
into the back seat.” 

[ didn’t want to get into the back seat, 
for it meant hugging and kissing and no 
telling what all else; yet, I wanted to get 
into the back seat—because I wanted to 
learn about hugging and kissing and no 
telling what all else! With Danny’s help. 
[ managed it. 

[ wondered whether Danny knew that I 
was a novice at love-making—had Julie told 
him or Jabe? I shuddered at the thought, 

for it presented a new dilemma. How was 
I to know when to react, how to react, what 
do? Talk about a babe in arms— 

Danny put his arms around me. He nib- 
bled at my ear. Then his lips slid around 

my cheek, to my mouth, 

“You're nice, Jane.” 

[ didn’t know what to do, or say. Some- 
thing, somewhere deep inside. had stirred. 
1 feeling of warmth, of excitement, of ad- 
venture. It was foreign to me. but pleas- 
ant. I nudged closer to him—and hoped 
he’d take it to mean I appreciated the 
compliment, that I didn’t mind his arm 
iround me, that I liked the way he nibbled 
at my ear and brushed my lips with his. 

He squeezed me to him, and suddenly I 
was frightened. I fought it and lost. I 
heard dad talking, “Jane, always guard 

ur virtue as you would your life.” For 
the first time in my life, I hated my father’s 
voice; but I was powerless to shut off the 
words, to throw off in one night a lifetime 
of being reined in, of being raised in a 
trait-jacket. I felt sorry for myself and 
for Danny, especially for Danny. What a 
tough break it was for him! But I just 
couldn’t go through with it; I had to stop 
it before it got started! 

“Don’t!” I said weakly. 

He pinned me against the seat with one 
arm, and his other hand crept along my 

ide, 

“Don’t be scared, darling,” he said. “Ol’ 
Danny boy will take care of you. Don’t 
stiffen up like that. Don’t hold back.” 

He spoke into my hair, then his mouth 
was at my ear again, his breath hot on my 
face. I remembered the nightmare— 

“Let me go!” I gasped. 

“Aw, don’t fight it, honey,” he said. 
“You don’t have to, not with me. Don’t 
fight yourself.” 
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I had to stop him, somehow. I had to; 
no matter what, I had spoiled it all. The 
upsurge of turmoil—the strange, physical 
demands clashing against the disturbance 
whirling in my head—had me trembling. 

“Please let me go,” I begged. 

“Relax, honey,” Danny said. “Snuggle 
up. Let’s enjoy the night and the moon- 
light and some romance. If you say so, I 
promise not to go the whole way. I know 
you want to—” 

“T don’t want to!” I said angrily. “Can’t 
you understand? J don’t want to! I want 
to go back to my room.” 

That stopped him. He let go of me, 
started the-car, and drove straight to Park- 
er College. 

As the car rolled to a stop near my dor- 
mitory, I jumped out, rushed in, and, fully 
clothed, flopped on my bed . . . to cry. 

I don’t know how long I lay there, sob- 
bing. blaming myself. bemoaning the fact 
that I had ever been born a Wilkins. The 
thought of a whole life ahead without the 
knowledge of what it was to love and be 
loved left me shivering with fright. Life 
loomed like a big. hungry lion; I was 
backed in a corner, helpless. unarmed, un- 
prepared to fight even a little bit: it would 
devour me. and I’d be dead. I tried to clear 


my head, tried to figure myself out. But I 
couldn’t. What had happened? I asked 
myself. What had happened to all my 


great resolve and planning and desire? 

Then Julie came in—with the question 
I knew was coming: 

“What happened, Jane? Danny brought 
the car back to the gym, told Jabe he was 
going back to State, and rushed off. We 
couldn’t figure—” 

“T failed, Julie. ’'m a misfit—” 

“Let me finish, Jane. We couldn’t figure 
what had happened to you and Danny, so 
Jabe rushed after him. He made Danny 
"fess up.” 

I didn’t understand. “Jabe made him do 
what?” I asked. 

“Made him ’fess up,” she repeated. 
“Danny told Jabe he didn’t know what got 
into him. He said he guessed it was the 
moonlight and the beach and the sweetness 
of you. He said he didn’t mean to make a 
fool out of himself—” 

I tried to puzzle through her words. “A 
fool out of himself?” 

“Yes,” Julie said. “He’s going to call 
tomorrow to apologize. Danny’s a nice boy, 
like Jabe. And I think he likes you—” 

“But doesn’t he know—doesn’t he know 
I’m a silly virgin?” I blurted. 

Julie laughed. She sat down on the bed 
beside me, looked at me unbelievingly, then 
laughed again. “Is that a crime?” she 
asked. 

“No, but—” I stuttered. 

“What do you think / am?” she asked. 

I was too surprised to answer. 

“I’m a virgin, too,” she said. “Sure, I 
kid around and talk about sex—but the 
man that marries me will get me pure and 
innocent, just like the day I came into the 
world. My mother had three husbands; I 








know the heartaches you get when you’re 
free and easy—” 

At that moment, it seemed to me that we 
were beginning to understand each other, 


ANNY DID call the next day—and he 

said he wanted to see me. I said | 
would see him, so he came over early that 
night. 

I approached this meeting with no little 
fear and trembling, for I knew not what 
to expect, what Danny would try to say, 
nor whether I could believe him. I won. 
dered whether our ride would stand as a 
permanent bar to understanding between 
us, yet I wanted to believe what Julie had 
said about him. When I could reach no 
conclusion in advance, when I was unable 
to effect a role for myself, I decided to 
“wait and see.” I shall everlastingly be 
thankful for that. 

My heart skipped a beat when the house. 
mother rang our room and told me that | 
had a visitor. Excitedly I checked my 
makeup (something I’d learned recently 
from Julie) in the mirror, touched up my 
hair. straightened the seams in my stock- 
ings and went down to see Danny. 

The place of our “date” was a cute. mod- 
ern-furnished though brightly-lit all-round 
reading. visiting, and waiting room on the 
first floor of our dormitory. As I came 
down, I saw Danny sitting on a leather 
long-seat, thumbing through a magazine. 
As I approached him, rather slowly and 
timidly. I fear. he glanced up. An uneven 
smile spread across his face, he got up and 
said tentatively, “Hello, Jane.” 

“Hello, Danny.” 

Both of us were uncomfortable. | gin- 
gerly sat down; he sat beside me, and his 
hands seemed to become awkward append- 
ages while my mind searched for a bit of 
small-talk with which I could put him at 
ease. I did want so much for him to be at 
ease; I was surprised to realize how much 
I was pulling for Danny to make good with 
me. I guess I needed a boy friend badly. 

There were bits of little things—like, 
“Nice weather we’re having”; “this is a 
beautiful reading room”—and then Danny 
came to the point: 

“Jane.” he said, “I feel badly about last 
night—” 

He paused, as if to get my first reaction. 
After a moment of silence, he went on: “A 
guy meets so many girls who’re out for all 
they can get... a guy gets cynical; he 
falls into a kind of trap, thinking that all 
girls are alike and that the thing to do is 
to get all he can get, too. Then so many 
girls are asking a guy to be a heel. They 
dangle it in a guy’s face. A guy just doesn’t 
know, sometimes—” 

He stopped. trying to make sense of his 
confession, still trying to make the point 
eracefully. If I could have helped him, I 
would; but all I could do was listen and 
wait. 

“Jane,” he went on seriously, “J want 
to ask you to forgive me for what happened. 
It’s a big thing, I know—the kind of thing 
I’m asking. But, believe me, I know now 
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have known then—that 


should 
you're a good girl, the kind who'll make a 
lucky fellow a good pal. a fine wife. You’re 


what I 


the kind of girl I need. Can you forgive 
me for what happened and give me another 
chance to prove—well, to be a gentleman?” 

The eager. pleading look in his eyes told 
me that he meant every word he said. Com- 
passion swept over me. Oh. if he had only 
known that I was as much at 
was, that I had deliberately set out to have 
an affair to prove or disprove my woman- 
hood, to cure my ills. Oh. if he had known 
my weaknesses—if he could have seen me 
sobbing on my bed after he’d taken me 
back to Parker, if he’d heard me talking 
to Julie. Would he have come over, know- 
ing about me, to seek my forgiveness, to 


fault as he 


beg another chance? 

I didn’t know that; but I did know that 
I needed a guy like Danny. 

“Danny,” I said, “all’s forgiven and for- 
gotten.” 

“Then we're friends?” he a 

“We're friends,” I said. 


sked. 


“I’m glad,” he said, smiling. “You’re a 
real champion, and I won’t let you down. 
I promise.” 

That was almost three years ago. when 
I was a sophomore kid at Parker College. 
I’ve learned a lot since then—how to dress 
and dance and talk and act and be a hu- 
I know all that I need to know 
Danny and I[ have 


man being. 
about sex. been going 
steady ever since that night in the reading 
our dormitory; we’ve had some 
a few tiffs; 


made it out of fledgling, 


room of 
good times, we've made a bond 
stum- 

and 


true 


between us, 
bling 
things in common and its now true, 


friendship and comradeship 
love. 

Danny has kept that promise he made: 
cham- 


he’s never let me down. He’s my 


pion. And when he marries me this fall, 
he'll find out another thing: 


and innocent as I was the first time I lay 


I’m as pure 


in my mother’s loving arms. 


THE END 





Dearly Beloved 
(Continued from Page 5) 
companions. Frankly, I do not believe that 
either you or your sister is in love with 

anyone. 


Dear Mrs. 
I am white 
feelings and sentiments are with 


JACKSON: 

-at least my skin is white. 
yet my 
the Negro race. 
For the past six months I have been go- 
ing with a colored fellow. Although I am 
not in love with him. he professes to love 


What is wrong with me? 


who has been in 
due to be 


me. I love a white boy 


prison for 18 months but is 
released soon. 

I cannot tolerate the stupidity of my 
I am constantly on the de- 
fensive them, but I 
still feel that my fiance and I have 
I am very 


own people. 
when I am around 
a good 
chance of a successful marriage. 
fond of this colored boy and have no desire 
Please help me. 
“Mixep-Up” 


to hurt him. 


Dear Mixep-UPp: 
Where did you ever idea that 
something is wrong with you for treating 


get the 
people of every color like human beings? 
I wish fervently that more people felt as 
you do and only hope that you are sin- 
cere. 

If you are not in love with the colored 
boy then you should feel no qualms about 
breaking off with him. Probably he under- 
stands more than you give him credit for 
knowing. You wouldn't be fooling anyone 
if you tried to convince yourself that you 
loved him just to keep from hurting his 
feelings. 


Dear Mrs. JACKSON: 

I am a young housewife, 
very man. We have one child. My 
main trouble is that I drink too much. 
Sometimes after drinking quite a bit, I 


married to a 
nice 


am unable to cook the meals for my family. 
My husband then gets very angry and says 
I’m no good. When he says that, I get an- 
Please give me some advice. 


N.M.C. 


gry. too. 


Dear N.M.C.: 

My best advice to you is to stop drink- 
ing, or at least modify your liquor con- 
sumption. Write or phone the Alcoholics 
Anonymous organization in your town or 
They will set out to help you 
In the meantime, do 


nearest you. 
in a scientific 
what you can yourself and let liquor alone. 


way. 


Mrs. 
I ama 
high There are only 
other Negroes in the school. My 
emphatically object to my having dates. 
boy who is not a 


JACKSON: 
Negro 


school. 


DEAR 
girl, 15, who attends 

eight 
parents 


white 


but I am very fond of a 
Negro. 

I am quite sure that he is equally fond 
but I am afraid to show my feelings 
idea that 
race wish to date Negro 
I am 
is completely 


ot me 


toward him. My mother has the 
boys of another 
immoral only. 
not saying that my mother 


wrong, but I also know that there are some 


girls for purposes 


race who date girls for 
the same reason. I truly don’t believe this 
boy is like that. | would appreciate your 


help. M. 


men in my own 


Dear M.: 

If mixed dating is acceptable in your 
community, then there should arise very 
little difficulty if you date a boy of a dif- 
ferent race. Conform to mother’s 
ideas but little by little show her that you 
are mature enough to accept the responsi- 


your 
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Part-Time 
Husband 
(Continued from Page 19) 
to have. I recall many a stormy session 
when, in her near-drunken rages. my 
mother called me ungrateful after unsuc- 
cessful attempts to force me into new frocks 

she had bought for me. 

When I was sixteen, after a particularly 
violent scene with her, I gathered together 
a few of my old clothes and a few of my 
favorite books. In mother’s dresser drawer 
I found a wallet stuffed with cash. I took 
five ten-dollar bills, resolving some day to 
pay them back. I had no idea where I 
would go. I knew only that I must get 
away. 

\t a Loop bus depot I decided, on the 
spur of the moment, to buy a ticket for 
Detroit. 

\t the YWCA in Detroit, I registered. 
putting my age up two years, and started 
out immediately looking for work. Since 
only a matter of a few dollars separated 
me from starvation, I knew that I had to 
fast. I went to every employment 
1geney in town which dealt with Negroes. 
But it wasn’t at the agencies that I got my 
start. It was at Beauty House, thanks to 
Carla Moore. 

Beauty House was a fabulous, large 
building, located just a few doors from the 
Y where I was living. Set back from the 
street, it seemed to cater to a top-level 
clientele. Longingly, as I passed by, I no- 
ticed the aristocratic women and young 
girls coming and going, alighting from 
their late model cars. From advertisements 
in the Detroit papers I learned that Beauty 
House was the place in Detroit for smart 
women who were seeking head-to-toe glam- 


move 


orizing. 

My interest was heightened by memory 
of an Ebony Magazine story about Beauty 
House’s founder, Carla Moore. The story 
had told how she began the business by re- 
modelling an old mansion, how she now 
employed several dozen operators, mani- 
curists and specialists, doing a quarter of 
a million dollars worth of business a year. 
My third day in Detroit, I determined to 
meet Carla Moore. Perhaps she might be 
just generous enough to give an inexpe- 
rienced, ambitious girl a break. 

Trembling, but resolved to go through 
with my plan, I marched through the big 
front doors of Beauty House early one 
morning. A well-organized, quiet activity 
pervaded the place. Smilingly pleasant, a 
receptionist inquired: “May I help you, 


miss?” 
“I'd like to see Miss Moore,” I blurted. 
“You have an appointment?” I was 
asked. 
“Well, no, that is—I—well .. .” I had 


a sudden urge to flee. 
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The receptionist’s tone was kindly. 

“You see. Miss Moore, as much as she 
would like to, just can’t see everyone. Un- 
less an appointment has been arranged, 
Pm attaid.....” 

I saw my chance slipping away. 

“I’m a personal friend of Miss Moore’s,” 
I lied desperately. “Shell recognize my 
name.” 

Then I all but collapsed at my own bold- 


ness. 
“Oh, that’s different,” the girl said. 
“What is your name, please?” 
“Carol James,” I said weakly. When 


Miss Moore heard that unfamiliar name. 
that would probably be the end of me and 
Beauty House. But I had gone this far. 
Might as well bluff it out. I sat in one of 
the luxuriously upholstered chairs while 
the girl rang Miss Moore’s office. 

“Young lady here. Says she’s a personal 
friend. Name is Carol James, Miss Moore. 
Yes. ma’am. All right.” 

I gulped as the receptionist turned to me 
and promised: “Miss Moore will be out 
directly.” 

I'd been hoping that, if the bluff worked, 
I'd be sent in to the great lady’s office. 
Then, maybe before she had me tossed out 
as an imposter, I could confess and ex- 
plain. Now, all these people in the recep- 
tion room would hear me making a fool of 
myself. 

The next few minutes seemed like ages. 
I was frantically scheming a retreat when 
a ‘tail, beautifully-groomed 
woman of about forty descended the red- 
carpeted steps. She looked about the re- 
me (from my 


gracious, 


ception room, spotted 
anxious look, I suppose) and came toward 
me, hand outstretched in greeting. 

“You’re Carol James, aren’t you?” she 
said in a low, pleasing voice. 

I darted a miserable look at the recep- 
tionist who was watching with great in- 
terest. 

“Yes, Miss Moore. Please forgive me 
for saying I knew you but I just had to 
see you.” 

“Of course, dear.”” Miss Moore said as if 
I had done the most natural thing in the 
world. “Come right into my office.” 

I followed her back up the steps and 
into her Hollywood-style office with its 
modernistic lamps, ivory desk equipment 
and rich, deep rugs. Settling behind her 
desk, Miss Moore shot me a keen look, 
then a winning smile. 

“Please don’t be angry.” I pleaded. “You 
see, I’ve read all about you and Beauty 
House and I thought maybe since you were 
once starting out just like me, you’d be 
kind enough to give me a chance if only I 
could talk to you. Ill scrub floors, any- 
thing to begin with. I'll work for almost 
nothing. Just give me a chance to have you 
for a boss and to work in this lovely place.” 

I was so sincere in my plea that the tears 
were rising in my eyes. 

“You poor, eager dear,” Miss Moore said 
sympathetically. She got up from her desk, 
drew a chair up close to mine. What a 


splendid and understanding person she 
was. Under the gentle influence of her 
kind questions, I found myself telling the 
absolute truth, my real age, why I had left 
home. When I had finished pouring my 
heart out to her, Miss Moore said: “Some- 
how. I ean tell you’re telling me the truth. 
I'm going to give you a chance. But first, 
you must have lunch with me. Then we'll 
decide what is next on the agenda.” 

Beauty House had its own smoothly-run 
cafeteria. Lunching with Miss Moore, I 
was the target of many eyes. The well- 
dressed, happy employees chatted merrily, 
seemed to get so much fun out of being 
together. 

When the meal was over, my fate had 
been decided. I was to begin the next 
morning as an assistant to the personnel 
director. My typing ability would come in 
handy. But I had to promise to attend 
training classes with the aim of learning 
the trade of a beautician. 


\ ITH MY NEW JOB, new associations 

—and most important—the ever-help- 
ful encouragement of Carla Moore—life 
began to sparkle for me. The quiet, pur- 
poseful atmosphere of Beauty House made 
the old life back in Chicago seem like an 
impossible bad dream. 

Being the youngest employee, I became 
sort of a pet. Everyone wanted to help me, 
to see me go places. My immediate supe- 
rior in personnel, Maude Strayhorn, was 
an efficient, blase woman who covered up 
her innate kindness with an air of bore- 
dom, 

“You're a good girl, Carol,” she would 
tell me. “But stop knocking yourself out.” 

I couldn’t help being an eager beaver. 
The job wasn’t just a job to me. It was 
like a lifeline thrown to someone drowning. 
I worked feverishly, making suggestions, 
asking questions, observing. I studied and 
practiced hard all the intricate things 
which a beautician must know in order to 
be good. 

One day. nine months after I had begun 
working at Beauty Honse, Carla Moore 
summoned me to her office. 

“Congratulations, Carol,” she beamed at 
me. “It makes me feel good to know I bet 
on a winner and you are a winner. You 
leave personnel tomorrow. You're going 
into facials as assistant to Miss Lark. Good 
luck.” 

Tears of happiness made the room swim 
in front of me. 

“You're so good to me, Miss Moore,” I 
said gratefully. “How can I ever thank 
you?” 

“Another thing,” my employer continued, 
ignoring my outburst, “I’ve talked with my 
husband about you. Both he and I feel sort 
of responsible for you, Carol. Actually, it 
was my duty to turn you over to the author- 
ities when you first came to me. But I have 
so much faith in you. 

“John and I would like to be able to do 
more for you, to give you a homelike at- 
mosphere. The Y is a wonderful place for 
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young girls, but there’s nothing like your 
own home. We haven’t got a daughter, 
Carol. I want you to think about whether 
you'd like to come and live with us.” 

I gasped. 

Signifying that the interview was ended, 
Miss Moore stood up. 

“Think it over, dear,” she said. “Let me 
know in the next couple of days.” 

I was riding a perfect cloud of happiness 
as I left Miss Moore’s office. What tremen- 
dous luck for me! To live in the much- 
talked-of Moore home! To become almost 
an adopted daughter! My brain was a 
whirl. At last I was going to belong to 
someone who cared about me. At last I was 
on my way to the decent, respectable life 
so utterly different from the vice and filth 
from which I had come. 

The next year of my life was a glorious 
page out of a storybook. Carla Moore was 
the Twentieth Century version fairy god- 
mother and, as for her husband, handsome, 
grave John Moore, he was a senior prince 
charming. Their home was a haven of 
graceful living. I learned to appreciate the 
best books, to love great music, to move in 
Detroit’s top circles. I was accepted as if I 
were really the daughter of the household. 
Carla taught me much about the social 
graces, the secrets of tasteful dressing. I 
blossomed, under her diplomatic tutelage, 
into one of the most popular girls in town. 

When the Michigan Chronicle ran a pop- 
ularity contest, I came out way in front of 
all competition. To add to all the happi- 
ness | was experiencing, I had the satis- 
faction of watching my bank account grow 
slowly but surely. I was making a decent 
salary at Beauty House. It thrilled me to 
know that I was earning every cent. 

Several weeks before my _ eighteenth 
birthday, Carla and John announced that 
they were going to give me a party. 

That birthday party should have been 
the high point in my exciting life. Left to 
the Moores, it would have been. They went 
to great expense to insure its success. A 
leading cateress had been engaged. The 
great drawing room was beautifully dec- 
orated. The best families turned out to 
help me celebrate. No less than a dozen 
of the city’s most eligible young males vied 
to dance with me and earn my special no- 
tice. 

Then, in the midst of it all, at the height 
of the glory, the big beautiful balloon burst 
tight in my face with a sickening burst. 
Black discolored the glamor. My 
mother—my harlot mother, walked right 


evil 


into the middle of the picture. 

Everyone was shocked to hear the com- 
motion at the door. 
from the hallway. We could hear the pro- 
testing voice of the man who was checking 
invitations. We all crowded into the hall- 
Way to see what was going on. 

I froze with dread and unbelieving terror 
as I recognized the shrill-pitched voice of 
my mother. I couldn’t see her through the 
crowd at first, but unmistakably it was her 
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voice and her speech was snarled with the 
slur of drunkenness. 

“Who ’y think ya keepin’ outta this 
joint?” she was shrieking at the top of her 
lungs. “If anybody’s gonna get high to- 
night ’n be somebody, ’s See? You 
buncha big shot swells think you can give 
a party f’r my own baby, my lovely daugh- 
ter, Carol, ’n not invite her poor ol ma who 
birthed her and give up everything for her. 
You’ve got another d— thought comin’! 
Why I'll break up this joint, you know 
that?” 

“Call the police,” 
gested. 

I stood like one in a nightmare. Sudden- 
ly, my unreasoning rage overpowered my 
shame. I forged through the crowd, worked 
my way to the door and confronted her. My 
mother was dressed in an outrageously loud 
suit. She was lolling drunkenly on the arm 
of a pudgy man whom I didn’t recognize. 

“Mother,” I screamed hysterically. “How 


Why, oh 


me. 


one of the guests sug- 


dare you come here like this? 
why, couldn’t you let me alone?” 

Behind me. the guests began 
back, murmuring. 

“Is that really her mother?” I heard 
someone ask unbelievingly. 

“Carol, baby.” my mother said, begin- 
ning to weep maudlin fashion, “You mean 
you're not glad to see your dear ma? You 
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mean you ain’t gonna ’vite us in wi’ your 
big shot friends?” 

The humiliation was overwhelming me as 
were the whiskey fumes on my mother’s 
breath. At that moment Carla Moore came 
to the rescue. I felt her firm, kind hand 
on my shoulder. 

“Carol,” Carla said. “Of course, your 
mother and her guest must come in.” Ex- 
tending her hand. she greeted my mother. 
“Happy to meet you, Mrs. James. I’m Carla 
Moore. Do come join the party.” 

My mother glared at me triumphantly. 

“Course I will,” she accepted. Turning 
to Carla, she added: “You're the only one 
in the whole d—— bunch with any man- 
ners. I like you.” 

As mother lurched into the hallway, the 
guests moved hastily to get out of her way. 
I could feel their curious eyes on me. I 
knew that many of them were trying hard 
to keep back the hoots of laughter. Stum- 
bling, almost falling. I hastened out of the 
crowd, ran heartbroken upstairs to my 
room. 

I felt like some wild animal, caught and 
caged. How dare my mother ruin my life, 
destroy everything I had been so carefully 
building for the past couple of years? I 
owed her nothing but hatred. Even the 
money I had taken from her dresser drawer 
to run away from home with, I had re- 
turned. How had she found me? I was too 
hurt and shocked to recall then that my 
pictures had been carried in newspapers 
across the nation after I had won the con- 
test, 

What horrible antics was my mother put- 
ting on down there in front of ali the best 
people of the city? Who was her trampish- 
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looking companion—another of her men 
picked up from the streets? What could I 
do? How could I ever again face Carla 
and John? How could I go back to work, 
walk the streets, greet neighbors? I would 
be the laughing stock of the community. 
And Carla and John themselves! How 
would they feel now that their goodness 
had caused them to be disgraced before 
the whole social set? 

I couldn’t face them, I decided. I 
couldn’t stay there. I would leave—this 
minute I would leave. I would pack my 
things and get away before anyone saw 
me. Just as I began going through my 
dresser drawers. I heard footsteps on the 
stairs. I ran back to the bed, lay down flat 
on my face. 

“You poor darling,” Carla exclaimed, as 
she entered the room. She came over and 
sat beside me. speaking comforting words. 
She insisted that it wasn’t half as bad as I 
imagined, that the guests understood, that 
she had persuaded mother to lie down in 
the guest room for a couple of hours, 

Nothing would console me. I wept 
louder. 

“Oh, Carla.” I sobbed in her lap. “How 
could she do it? What an awful, awful 
thing to happen to you and John.” 

“Nonsense, child,” Carla reassured me. 
“These things happen. Fine people like 
you must learn to face and conquer them. 
You must learn that the reaction of others 
depends on how you carry yourself at times 
like this. Carol, darling. I guarantee you, 
if you will have the spunk and courage to 
stop erying. freshen yourself up and come 
downstairs to your guests, acting exactly as 
if nothing had happened, they'll think all 
the more of you. After all, John and I love 
you. No one will dare belittle you.” 

She talked on and, finally, to please her, 
I promised to return to the party if she 
would only give me a few minutes to get 
myself together. But the minute Carla left, 
I continued packing. I threw my belongings 
hastily into two suitcases, dressed in street 
clothes, crept down the back staircase and 
out of the house. I had to get away from 
Carla and John and all the rest who would 
try to be kind to me but who would actually 
be pitying me or laughing behind my back. 

I had only a few dollars in cash. I hailed 
a cab and told the driver to take me to 
Union Station. I checked my bags. Then I 
went back into the street and boarded a 
local bus. I didn’t even notice where it was 
going. I wanted to ride and think, decide 
what I would do. My heart was still beating 
double-time. My pulses raced, my temples 
throbbed. A half-formed resolve was fer- 
menting in my brain. I had nothing to look 
forward to, nothing to live for, I kept tell- 
ing myself. 

That was it. Nothing to live for, What- 
ever I did, wherever I went, my _ back- 
ground, my sordid, dirty background would 
always catch up with me. My mother would 
always turn up, always return, a disrepu- 
table ghost of the past. I sneered at myself, 
at all the dreams and ambitions I had 
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nursed so happily in the last couple of 
years. What right had I to think I could 
escape? I peered out of the bus. We were 
passing some desolate spot. In the near dis- 
tance I saw a bridge stretching over the 
blackness of quiet water. How cool, how 
quiet that water. My hot, exhausted body 
would feel so good in that water. I could 
foreet . ..< 


| bag UP, yanked the cord and got off 

the bus. Stumbling along in the dark. 
I arrived at the bridge. I walked along for 
a distance. Then I stopped, took off my 
shoes. flung off my coat, got ready to 
plunge. Just as I did, I heard the sound of 
running feet behind me. Strong arms lifted 
me from the rail and a deep, masculine 
voice hissed: “You little fool.” 

I was only half-conscious. I could feel 
myself being half-carried for what seemed 
hundreds of steps. The next thing I knew, 
I was being pushed through an automobile 
door. The strange man who had interrupted 
my suicide attempt. slammed the door shut, 
came around the other side and, without so 
much as a word or a look, got in and began 
driving. 

I was shivering with the reaction of the 
narrow escape I had experienced. I sat up. 
looked at the man. 

“Where are you taking me? Who are 
you? Why didn’t you mind your own busi- 
ness?” I demanded. 

“Shut up,” he ordered. “Just shut up 
and relax.” 

I had no will to oppose him. I lay back in 
the seat. 

Several minutes later he was shaking me 
awake. 

“Come on. Get out,” he commanded. 

Wonderingly, but not caring too much, I 
obeyed. The stranger led me through a nar- 
row, wooded path, We were in a rural sec- 
tion somewhere. He took me to the door of 
a pleasantly-lighted one-room cabin. Inside 
there were fishing equipment and men’s 
clothing strewn about. A fireplace roared 
warmth and flame. He sat me down in a 
rough, home-made chair, spreading some 
old coats over it for me. He went to a cab- 
inet and brought out a bottle of whiskey. 

“Drink this,” he said, handing me a stiff 
drink in a glass. 

I gulped it down. Then I looked up at 
my rescuer and for the first time noted that 
he was young and fresh-looking, shockingly 
handsome. What was such a man doing 
in a place like this? What were his in- 
tentions with me? 

He, too, was doing his share of scruti- 
nizing and wondering. 

“What’s a beautiful girl like you trying 
to pull a fool stunt like that for?” he asked. 

“I'd rather not talk about it,” I coun- 
tered. 

“But you’re going to,” he came back 
determinedly. “Talking will make you 
see how silly it was. Nothing is worth 
killing yourself about, young lady. Come 
on, what was it? Quarrel with the boy 
friend? Or was it a husband? 

He was so stern, so businesslike and so 


handsome. He poured me another healthy 
shot. Then he began talking to me in a 
friendly appealing way. I found myself, 
for the second time in my life, opening my 
heart to a stranger—just as I had that day 
back in Carla’s office. 

“Tll never go back there again,” I said 
as I finished my story. “I can’t face those 
people.” I shot a suspicious look at him, 
“And. if anyone tries to force me to go 
back, Tl just try to kill myself all over 
again.” 

“Would you really try that again?” he 
asked. “Do you still think so little of 
yourself?” 

“Yes,” I told him defiantly. 

An impish look danced in his eyes. 

“Okay, I’m sold,” he declared. “You 
don’t have to go back. You can stay right 
here with me tonight. Tomorrow I'll be 
leaving, going back East, You can go 
along if you’re not too much trouble.” 

I looked about the cabin. There was one 
small, unmade bunk. 

“Where’ll I sleep?” I demanded. 

“Right there. In my bed,” he told me 
airily. “It’s big enough for two.” 

My face got hot. 

“You mean you expect me to sleep in 
that bed—with you?” 

“Sure.” he replied. 
know you don’t.” 

Before I could speak another word, he 
had come quickly across the floor, raised 
me from the chair, pulled me as close to 
him as I could get. His arms felt like 
steel bands around me. His full, sensuous 
lips were hungrily on mine. I wanted to 
struggle and cry out, but the animal power 
of him, the tingling, delicious sensation 
coursing through my whole body stifled any 
cry or struggle. Slowly, through some 
compulsion I could neither understand nor 
resist, my arms went around his neck and 
I clung to him, kissing as much as being 
kissed. 

Just as it seemed my brain would burst 
with the sharp ecstasy of the moment, he 
pushed me roughly from him. 

“It’s all right now—about the sleeping 
arrangements, isn’t it?” he asked mock- 
ingly. 

Quick resentment took hold of me. With- 
out thinking, I swung hard and slammed 
my open hand into his face. Then I turned 
wildly to grab my coat and purse. 

He snatched me, He was laughing up- 
roariously in spite of the angry red ridges 
flushing his brown skin where the prints 
of my fingers showed. 

“Guess I proved my point,” he said. 
“Now you know you still care enough about 
yourself to live. If you didn’t, you wouldn't 
care about a little thing like an insulting 
proposition. Relax, baby. I don’t have 
to snatch women. They’re usually willing 
when I want ’em. You, I don’t want— 
yet. I just want you to get those fool no- 
tions about jumping off bridges out of your 
head. You can use the bunk. I'm sleep- 
ing outside like I intended from the jump.” 

I watched him suspiciously as he gath 
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ered up a bedroll and some blankets. At 
the doorway he faced me, still highly 
amused. 

“Don’t be so distrustful—and conceited.” 
he advised. “C’mere a minute.” 

I could have kicked myself for walking 
over to him so meekly. But I did it with- 
out even thinking. He kissed me lightly on 
the forehead. 

“That’s a good night kiss,” he explained. 
“By the way, the name is Joe—Joe Fordy.” 

“Mine’s Carol,” I responded softly, tell- 
ing it to his back as Joe went out the door. 

I was awakened hours later by the soft 
pressure of Joe’s lips on mine. Exactly 
at that moment, I had been dreaming he 
was kissing me. 

“Up, sleepyhead,” he said. Sunlight was 
streaming through the open cabin door. 
The stimulating aroma of bacon, eggs and 
coffee filled the room. Joe had been cook- 
ing at the old stove. A little rug was spread 
in the middle of the floor and he had laid 
table there with a rough artistry that made 
me want to giggle. 

“How can I get up unless you go ’way 
first?” I asked, snuggling down in the 
covers. The sight of him, the memory of 
the recent endearment on my lips. the do- 
mestic atmosphere of the food and the 
makeshift table made me feel transported 
into a world of adventure. I didn’t think 
twice about the unpleasantness of last 
night. 

“Okay,” he shrugged. “Be the modest 
type. Hurry up and call me when you’re 
decent.” 

How shall I ever forget that breakfast? 
It was the most interesting meal I’ve ever 
had. Joe was even better-looking in the 
daylight than he had appeared the night 
before. He had such straight, firm sheul- 
ders, an infectious way of throwing back 
his head to laugh. He told me he had been 
doing a great deal of fishing on the bridge 
which I had chosen for my swan song. He 
had just happened to be walking along 
when he spotted me trying to jump. We 
chatted for hours after breakfast was fin- 
ished. 

About noon we were ready to leave. 

“Sure you don’t want me to take you 
back home?” he asked me. 

“I want to go to the Detroit Bank and 
get my money out, to the Union Station 
and get my suitcases. Then I want to ride 
East with you. I can pay my way, too,” 
Itold him lightly. 

Joe grinned. 

“You'll pay, all right.” he agreed. “Last 
night you got away with murder. But you'll 
find out, me lady, that I’m all red-blooded 
man and not to be trifled with.” 

That’s how it was all the way to New 
York. Laughing, kidding, having a won- 
derful time. We stopped off at little 
hamburger joints, burned our hands on too- 
hot coffee. We were like kids on an out- 
ing. We stopped at dusk to curl up to- 
gether in the back seat and go to sleep. 
Joe’s kiss lasted throughout my dreams and 
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his lips again awakened me into the big, 
bright world of his company. 

Dusk was collecting as we neared New 
York. I became increasingly silent and 
thoughtful. 

“S’matter, honey?” Joe wanted to know. 

I hesitated, then told him the truth. 

“It’s all been so wonderful and I don’t 
want it to end,” I admitted. 

There was an emergency roadside park- 
ing spot ahead. Joe swerved into it, shut 
off the motor, turned and faced me, took 
me in his arms. 

“I'm twenty-three, strong, healthy and 
have all my teeth,” he announced solemnly. 
“T have just finished my fishing vacation 
and am headed back to a small bachelor 
apartment on Amsterdam Avenue in Har- 
lem for which I pay a monthly rental of 
sixty-eight dollars. I am beginning on a 
new job Monday morning as a private 
chauffeur to a middle-aged cookie who lives 
on Park Avenue and who fell in love with 
my manly good looks at first sight. I have, 
up until now, no steady girl. 

“T have enjoyed extremely intimate and 
satisfying relationships with scores of wom- 
en whose phone numbers I have recorded 
in a little black book which I shall throw 
away immediately. I am willing to go any- 
where from thirty-two fifty to a hundred 
to purchase for you a little ring. I will 
personally pay off the minister and make 
it my business. from that moment on, to try 
to keep you from feeling as though you 
would like to jump off bridges. 

“And if your ma comes barging into 
our lives with a king-sized jag on, I promise 
to drink her under the table and send her 
packing back where she belongs. Plus 
which, Carol, I love you.” 

He took a deep breath and waited. 

Happy tears crowded my eyes. 

“T love you, too, Joe,” I confessed. 

He kissed me tenderly and a few min- 
utes later, we were heading into New York. 


( yUR LIFE together was as zany and care- 
free as We were mar- 
ried as soon as we could get license and 
blood tests. Joe’s small apartment seemed 
like heaven. I delighted in keeping it spic 
and span. in finding out his favorite dishes 
and learning to prepare them. When his 
Park Avenue employer didn’t need him, we 
drove in her spanking new Cadillac over 
the West Side Highway or out into the 
green stretches of Connecticut and West- 
chester. Sometimes, we took in a down- 
town show or went to the Apollo Theater. 
I was finding life very full and satisfying. 

I was especially happy when I heard 
from Carla Moore. Conscience-stricken 
about the way I had run out, I had sent 
Carla a penitent note thanking her for all 
she had done, explaining why I had disap- 
peared and telling all about Joe. I had 
wondered if she would forgive me. 

I should have known Carla would. She 
wrote that she and John were sorry they 
couldn’t have been in on the marriage 
They had so looked forward to 


oe’s proposal. 


plans. 
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planning a real wedding for me some day. 
They both sent their love and our gift was 
on its way. Then Carla’s letter began to 
talk of mother. 

“One of these days, Carol, you'll learn 
to understand and forgive your mother,” 
she wrote. “I'll bet you don’t even realize 
what an unhappy woman she has been for 
a long time. Not that I approve of every- 
thing she’s done or the fact that she’s taken 
out her unhappiness on you. But did you 
know Carol, the terrible ordeals your 
mother went through with your father be- 
fore you were born? I believe that the 
broken heart he left her. after mistreating 
her so awfully and then running out while 
she was pregnant, has had a great deal to 
do with her actions. 

“She broke down and cried in my arms 
the day after you left and she told me con- 
vincingly how much she really loves you 
and how she longs for a closeness and un- 
derstanding between you two. I know you 
will find it hard forgiving her for what she’s 
done, but remember, Carol, that often what 
the world calls a bad woman is a creature 
created by the heartless selfishness of a 
bad man.” 

I smiled as I read these words. 
understanding, big-hearted Carla! 
so easy for her to find the good in every- 
one. It was simple for her to forgive my 
mother. I wondered how I ever could. 

In those days, I guess I could have really 
forgiven anyone, anything, so contented 
was I in my married life. There was only 
one factor which, early in our marriage. 
seemed to spoil its perfection. I paid it 
very little attention at first because it 
seemed not too important. It grew and 
grew, however, until it rocked the very 
foundations of our love. 

That one thing was Joe’s job. 
no ordinary person. In addition to a very 
good education, he had extraordinary com- 
mon sense, a really brilliant mind. It wasn’t 
that I looked down on such jobs as chauf- 
feuring, but I had always believed that hu- 
mans should aspire to the very height of 
their capabilities. I told myself when Joe 
and I first married that perhaps his job was 
a temporary thing until he found the spot 
in business or some trade which he wanted. 
I decided to encourage him in whatever 
ambition he might have. 

The trouble was that Joe seemed to have 
no other ambition than serving rich old 
Mrs. Crane, being at her beck and call the 
rest of his life. True, she was very gener- 
ous with him. In fact, if I had only stopped 
to realize how generous much earlier. I 
might have been prepared for the shock 
which came along two years after we 
married. 

For a chauffeur, Joe made a most fabu- 
lous salary, had extraordinary privileges. 
His hours were quite irregular. Often he 
was home as much as forty-eight hours at 
a time. This worked both ways, however, 
for he was sometimes gone that long. In 
the first two years of our marriage, he took 
Mrs. Crane on several weekend trips, once 


Gentle. 
It was 


Joe was 


drove her to Vermont and stayed there for 
three weeks. 

It was immediately after the Vermont 
trip that I began to have annoying little 
thoughts about Mrs. Crane. Joe came back 
with five brand new one hundred dollar 
suits, a gift from his employer—plus the 
second raise he had received in several 
months, 

I kidded him. Actually, there was a 
serious undertone to my kidding. 

“Gee, baby,” I commented. “What a 
wonderful boss you work for. I remember 
your saying she was in love with your man- 
ly good looks. Just make sure she doesn’t 
let the feeling get good to her.” 

I was totally unprepared for Joe’s re. 
action. 

His face went ugly. His voice was sharp. 

“Exactly what do you mean by that 
crack?” he demanded. 

We had never had a harsh word between 
us before. I tried to believe he was clown. 
ing along with me. I laughed lightly. 

“Oh, nothing. Just kidding,” I explained. 

He scowled at me furiously. 

“Oh, yeah?” he answered. “Well. make 
that the last time you kid about the sub- 
ject. I don’t go for those kind of jokes.” 

“But. Joe...” I began. going over 
toward him. 

“Joe. my eye. You heard what I said.” 
he shouted. Then he flung himself angrily 
out of the apartment, leaving me shaken 
with complete amazement. Why should Joe 
react to my remark in such a manner. Was 
there really something between him and 
Mrs. Crane? Did his reaction evidence 
bad conscience? I quickly dismissed the 
thought as unworthy. Probably he had 
just been driving long hours on the Ver- 
mont trip. Probably, he was just tired and 
irritable. 

I resolved to make up for my thought- 
I went shopping and bought a 
duck. Joe’s favorite fowl. I made his spe- 
cial dessert, chocolate layer cake, prepared 
a dinner fit for a king. When he came 
back I would be extra sweet. 

But Joe didn’t come back until early in 
the morning. He took one look at me sit- 
ting. woebegone and weeping in the living 
room. the untouched table laid and food all 
He came over and 


lessness. 


prepared, now cold. 
took me in his arms. 

“Forgive me, baby?” he pleaded. “I was 
wrong to lose my temper.” 

The frenzied ecstasy of our making up 
more than compensated for the quarrel. 
But it was just the first quarrel in a series, 
all concerning his job and Mrs. Crane. 

As time went on, there were more trips. 
for longer periods of time. There were 
more late at night, early in the morning 
summonses from Park Avenue for Joe to 
come and take her this place and that 
place. Whenever I answered the phone 
and heard the icy, condescending voice 
which addressed me as though I, too, were 
a servant, my blood pressure mounted. 

“What kind of woman is she anyway?” 
I raved one day. “Doesn’t she know you 
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have a wife and a life of your own? Where 
does she go, what does she do at such odd 
hours? That woman needs two chauffeurs.” 

I had adequate cause for provocation. 
It was three o’clock in the morning and 
Mrs. Crane had phoned for Joe who was 
dressing in his careful best. He whirled 
around from the mirror. 

“Why in the devil don’t you stop com- 
plaining, nagging?” he shouted. “I’m the 
one who has to get up and go, not you. You 
can lie here and watch the money come in. 
And darned good money it is. Personally, 
{ think Clarice—Mrs. Crane is more than 
generous to us.” 

He seemed covered with confusion at the 
slip he had made in calling Mrs. Crane by 
her first name. It was at that moment that 
my suspicion started growing in a big way. 
Why should he have called his boss by her 
first name? Why was he always flaring up 
when I mentioned her? I lay in the bed 
staring at his back. He was almost fin- 
ished dressing. 

A minute of deadly silence hung between 
us. Then I took the gamble. 

“Why do you call her Clarice in your 
mind, Joe?” I asked with deadly delibera- 
tion. 

Joe walked over to the closet. 
his hat and coat. 

He went to the door. Before he went out, 
he looked at me with the deepest cruelty 
on his face. 

“T call her Clarice. darling.” he said 
slowly. “because she likes it that way.” 

The door slammed behind him. 





took out 


HE AGONY I went through after Joe 

left was enough to age a person five 
years. Was Joe deliberately getting back 
at me for my picking on him about Mrs. 
Crane? Was he trying to make me jealous 
to teach me a lesson? Or was my husband 
having an affair with his boss? 

The very thought of the man I loved so 
deeply being in the arms of another woman 
who had the power to buy him with gifts, 
who could make him move like a puppet 
at her command. irked me so that I thought 
I would lose my sanity. I had to know the 
truth. Regardless of what it turned out 
to be,-I had to know. 

Some innate sense guided me to the an- 
swer. There was a small old desk in the 
roomy hall closet, a desk where Joe some- 
times worked at his hobby of writing short 
stories. The first time I had cleaned out 
the closet I had noticed a tin strongbox in 
the top drawer of the desk. In the bottom 
drawer, in an envelope, was a strongbox 
key which I was sure fitted the box. 

I had never pried into Joe’s private 
things before. It was a thing we had 
agreed on, that even married people have 
a right to their own little personal posses- 
sions. But now I was ready to do anything 
that would cast some faint light on the 
question which was torturing me. 

Getting out of bed, I went into the closet, 
turned on the light and opened the desk 
drawer. I took the key out of the envelope, 
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unlocked the box and blinked my eyes un- 
believingly. The first thing I saw was a 
stack, a thick stack of one-hundred dollar 
bills, all crisply new, bound with a rubber 
band. 

I counted them with trembling hands. 
There was almost four thousand dollars 
A stack of letters rested at the bot- 
tom of the box. They were all from the 
same person—a woman. The stationery 
was richly embossed, heavily perfumed. 
lhe crest on the back of the envelopes car- 
ried the initials “CC.” 

I knew that I was sealing my own doom 
as I slipped the letter out of the top en- 
velope. It was dated only a few weeks 
hack. I read, fascinated, repulsed, all at 
the same time. 

“Dearest Lover,” it began. “When are 
we going to be able to make another trip 
like the one to Vermont. How long I shall 
remember the glory of being in your arms, 
watching those splendid sunsets. How cruel 
it is that we live in a world where because 
you are one color and I another, we cannot 
blend into the wonderful harmony which 
every diffused hue of the sky achieves at 
sunset or when there is a rainbow. 

“You know that I love you most madly. 
It seems almost unbelievable that I think 
about you so much that days when you are 
inable to get away from home, I can only 
satisfy myself by writing my thoughts to 
you, unable to wait until I shall see you 
igain. 

“T am dying to see your wife. I want 
to know what my competition is. For I 
know you do not wholly belong to me. But 
then I am made happy by the thought that 
neither do you belong wholly to her.” 

I felt physically ill. I couldn’t go on. 
There was one last question buzzing in my 
Where had Joe received these let- 
I turned over the envelope. It was 
iddressed to a post office box. To think, 
while I had been giving him all my heart, 
all my love, he had been cheating with a 
white woman. He had been selling his 
caresses, sharing the love which was sup- 
posed to be exclusively mine. 

I walked the floor in a frenzy of jealous 
rage and hurt. Then I crumpled to my 
knees in the living room, sobbing like a 
child who has lost its mother. 

Joe found me there hours later. 

Tenderly he picked me up. Solicitously, 
he asked: “Darling, whatever is wrong?” 

“Wrong.” I screamed. “You have the 
gall to ask me that. You two-timing, cheat- 

ng, double-crossing gigolo! Don’t stand 
here pretending you care about me. Go 
hack downtown to your boss, your lover, 
the woman who writes you letters with 
perfume on them, the woman who gives 
you hundred-dollar bills to betray your wife 
and your own decency. You’re no man, 
Joe. You’re a—a male prostitute.” 

I spat out the imprecation. I was hyster- 
ical, almost ready to go temporarily insane, 
I think. Joe snatched me to him, slapped 
my face hard twice. I broke down into 


tears again. 
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? 
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Then Joe began to talk. He talked 
earnestly, pleadingly. He admitted what 
had been going on between him and Mrs. 
Crane. He told me that it had been going 
on ever since he began working for her. 
He told me that he didn’t love her; that she 
knew that he didn’t; that he had tried many 
times to break up with her, explaining that 
he loved only me. But the temptation of 
what she offered him was too great for him 
to resist. 

Besides the four thousand dollars in the 
strong box, she had given him almost five 
thousand more which he had _ secretly 
banked. He swore that if I would give him 
just three more months, he would quit the 
job and set up in business. By that time 
he would have sufficient money. He begged 
my forgiveness. He swore that he had com- 
mitted these sins because he was thinking 
of what he could get out of it for our future 
and possibly for children we might have. 

That was the time I should have been 
strong. That was the time I should have 
demanded that Joe take his choice—his 
marriage or his illicit love affair. But I 
was so much a slave to him. I loved him 
so. I wanted to believe that his affair with 
Mrs. Crane was what he said—a _ cold- 
hearted business proposition for the bene- 
fit of both of us. I refused to face the fact 
that any man who could do such a thing 
was seriously lacking in high principle and 
that to become his partner in such low 
dealings was to compromise my own 
morals, 

But I went along with Joe’s proposition. 
Three months passed and he didn’t keep 
his word. He didn’t quit his job. She 
lavished gifts and money on him in greater 
quantity. fearing to lose him. He showered 
me with presents and clothes, to cool my 
impatience, smother my protests. I became 


his accomplice in the sale of love, the love 
which ought to have been only mine. . 
And tonight, I have given Joe the ulti- 


matum and he has defied me. He has 
shown clearly that he intends to go on 
with this farce. Sitting here, undecided 
about whether or not I shall leave him 
finally, I am seeking the strength to make 
a decision. I am looking for the key to 
my problem. 

Carla Moore, my wise friend, would 
know what to do. Thinking of Carla. | 
suddenly have the answer. I remember the 
words of her letter about my mother. Bad 
women often are the result of the influence 
of bad men, Carla wrote. 

For a whole year now I have been allow- 
ing Joe to make me bad, to warp my moral 
strength, to undermine everything in me 
which is decent. Years of this kind of 
living, living outside of the code of decency 
could finally make me become as my moth- 
er became, could make me ruin the life of 
a child as she nearly ruined mine. 

Yes, I have the answer. I am going to 
leave Joe. But my life will not be empty 
as he thinks. For I have just uncovered a 
great and worthwhile purpose; something 
I can do to atone for my weakness and sin. 

I am going back home to Chicago, the 
Chicago I ran away from in my childhood. 
I am going to say to my mother: “Dear, 
let’s start all over again, you and I. I un- 
derstand you better now. Let’s begin a 
fresh new life and try to make it an exam- 
ple to others.” 

Maybe I’ll even end up in Detroit with 
mother—with my own little beauty shop. 

And maybe some day when the hundred- 
dollar bills lose their value in the toll they 
are taking on his soul—maybe Joe will 
come and find us. Whether he does or not, 


my mind is made up. THE END 





How He Proposed 
(Continued from Page 13) 


And I also added that I didn’t want my 
not answering his question the way he 
wanted it to be a cause for him to stop 
coming to see me or taking me out. 

About a year later, my mother died and 
it was during the time when I needed 
comforting most that Cootie showed me 
that he was “what I needed for the re- 
mainder of my life”. There was never 
anything that I wanted or could ask for 
that he didn’t give me. 

At times when just a walk in the park 
would be the proper tonic to clear up a 
troubled mind, he was at my side during 
the stroll. It was as if he could read my 
thoughts. We would walk for hours and 
he wouldn’t say anything. Other times a 
show seemed like a panacea for my blues 
and he would suggest it without my saying 
a word. 

In about six months, when I felt that 
my mind had cleared, I invited him to 
the house and over a cup of coffee, I said 
to him; “Remember the night you asked 
me to marry you? Well, if you’re still in 
the same frame of mind, I would be happy 


to be your wife now.” 

Two weeks later we were married and 
have been happy ever since. For about 
fifteen years we lived in Harlem in a 
four-room apartment that stayed empty for 
months at a time because I traveled about 
the country quite a bit with him and his 
band. 

One Sunday, in the spring of 1947, he 
told me to get in the car as we were going 
to Long Island to visit some friends. Stop- 
ping in front of a gorgeous six-room house 
in St. Albans we got out of the car and 
started up the walkway. At the door he 
didn’t ring a bell. but instead went into 
his pocket, pulled out a key and turning 
to me said: “Darling, this is yours for 
life”. 

With a man like that how can a woman 
be anything but happy? When he’s away 
on the road, I amuse myself by having a 
few club members in to play bridge or do 
a little sewing. When he’s home we both 
go to the race track and to the trotters 
as they’re his biggest pleasures. I don't 
think there’s any man on earth who can 
display the kindness and consideration 
that Cootie has shown me. 
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Too Young 


For Love 
(Continued from Page 17) 
of my other chicks, old buddy!” 

Bertha gave me a friendly smile and 
shook hands when Calvin introduced us. 
[ liked her right off. I slid in beside her 
and tried to keep from staring at her buxom 
figure as Calvin wheeled out into the street 
and headed home. 

“He’s going to be a heartbreaker like 
you, Calvin,” Bertha observed. 

My uncle grinned. “I’m going to put 
James hep right quick,” he said. “When 
Icame up here from the big-foot country it 
took me a long time to find out the score, 
but it’s going to be different with him.” 

“Well, I hope there are some things 
you'll keep to yourself.” Bertha shot back. 
“After all, he is just a kid.” 

“What do you mean, kid?” Calvin de- 
manded. “He’s old enough to dig that 
outfit you’re wearing!” 

Bertha tugged discreetly at the bottom 
of her shorts and I bit my lips in embar- 
rassment. “Please, Uncle Calvin, I—” 

“That’s the first thing we’re going to 
work on!” he declared, hitting his fist 
against the steering wheel. “We can do 
without all that ‘uncle’ business. Just call 
me Calvin. First thing you know, the 
chicks’ll be getting the idea I’m an old 
man.” 

“Maybe you'd be better off if they did!” 
Bertha sniffed indignantly. 

Calvin laughed and dug his elbow into 
my ribs. “Pay her no mind, old buddy! 
Women are always trying to get in your 
business. Find ’em, fool ’em, and forget 
‘em—that’s the lick!” 

Bertha talked to me and pointed out the 
sights along the way, but she didn’t say 
another word to Calvin until we got home. 
Calvin proudly showed me through his 
apartment. Bertha said she guessed she’d 
better go and Calvin tossed her a dollar. 

“Grab yourself a cab, baby.” he said, 
“I've got some man talk for old buddy, 
here.” 

Bertha seemed disappointed, but she 
got the skirt to her playsuit, said goodbye 
to me, and left. 

“You could have driven her home,” I told 


Calvin. “I could have been unpacking 
I g 

and—” 

“Always keep a woman guessing, 


James,” he cut in. “Give one an inch and 
she'll take a mile.” 

“I like Bertha,” I said stoutly, remem- 
bering how nice she’d been to me. 

Calvin got up and opened the cellarette 
to fix himself a drink. “She’s all right,” he 
conceded, “but if she keeps on harping on 
getting married, I’m going to put her 
down.” 

He started making a drink for me and I 





was just about to confess that I'd never 
before tried liquor, when he glanced up 
and grunted: “Bertha was right—you don’t 
have to pick up everything I know. Tl 
split a beer with you instead.” 

Even beer was a special occasion drink 
for me, but Calvin seemed to think half a 
can wouldn’t hurt me and after all. this was 
a special occasion. It marked the begin- 
ning of a brand new and exciting life for 
me. Calvin bought me new clothes, taught 
me how to drive his car and treated me like 
a brother. 

It was summertime and Calvin used to 
take me fishing with some of his buddies at 
the plant and sometimes with him on out- 
ings to Belle Isle park. when all the fel- 
lows had their girls along and we’d sing 
songs or listen to the ball game or just loll 
around taking it easy. Usually an extra 
girl turned up in the bunch and Calvin 
would tease and worry me until I paired up 
with her. 

Most of the time she was a girl Calvin 
was trying to ease out of his life, but who 
showed up anyway in the hope that she 
could make him change his mind. I never 
did find out how any of them felt about 
being stuck with a young kid like me for a 
substitute; they all pretended to be happy 
about the whole thing, willing to put up 
with anything to please Calvin. 

I can’t deny that I felt lost, spending all 
my time with a bunch much older than I, 
but Calvin insisted that it was good for me. 

“It'll make a man out of you, old bud- 
dy!” he used to say. 


REMEMBER one day, it was on a La- 

bor Day outing given by Calvin’s union, 
when a girl he had invited came out to the 
picnic grounds even though Calvin had de- 
cided at the last minute to take a new girl 
friend. Shortly after we'd arrived, this girl 
walks up to me and said: “You’re Jimmy 
Brewster, aren’t you?” 

I nodded and she smiled sweetly and 
said: “Well, you tell that no-good brother 
of yours he’s a first class heel, and if that 
new chick of his so much as bats an eye at 
me, I'll snatch her bald headed!” 

I was so astonished that I could only 
stand there and watch her as she stalked 
away. She looked just as good going as 
she had coming; her halter bra was a mere 
wisp of cloth and her red denim pedal- 
pushers were well-filled with voluptuous 
curves. She hadn’t sounded angry when 
she let out that blast about Calvin, but the 
way her eyes blazed made me think that 
she meant every word. 

The fellows were choosing up sides for 
a softball game, but I told them to count 
me out and I hurried in the direction the 
girl in red had taken. When I caught up 
with her, she turned and gazed at me coolly. 
“Well?” she demanded, arms akimbo. 

I gulped. “You gave me the message but 
you forgot to tell me who sent it,” I said, 
hoping I didn’t look as foolish as I sounded. 

She glared at me for a moment, then her 
pretty face relaxed into a smile. .“At least 
you're more of a gentleman than that broth- 
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er of yours,” she said, flopping down on a 
blanket spread out under a tree. 

“Oh, Calvin’s not a bad guy,” I told her, 
wondering whether I sounded disloyal. She 
took out a cigarette and tapped it against 
a gold case with a big “J” on it. 

She blinked her eyes in thanks as I 
lighted her smoke and said: “There are at 
least half a dozen women here today who’d 
give you an argument on that, Jimmy.” 

“You still haven’t told me your name,” 
I reminded her, sitting down beside her. 

“T’'m Jessie Mae—the girl Calvin stood 
up. Or should I say, one of the girls he 
stood up.” I must have looked uncomfort- 
able, because she said quickly: “But I 
think you’re nice, Jimmy. Tell me about 
yourself.” 

So we sat there talking and smoking 
until it was time to eat. I had promised to 
share the lunch Calvin and his date had 
brought, but Jessie Mae had fixed a lunch 
too. 

“You might as well help me eat it,” she 
told me. “At least it'll still be in the fam- 
ily.” 

After we ate, we lay side by side looking 
up at the sky turning red as the sun went 
down. I’d seen no sign of Calvin, but I 
knew he’d be one of the last to leave, so 
[ wasn’t worried about being left behind. 
I raised up on one elbow and studied Jessie 
Mae’s somewhat hard, but very attractive 
face, her tawny shoulders, the exquisite 
length of her stretched on the blanket. Her 
eyes met mine when my glance traveled 
back to her face. 

“Do I pass inspection?” she asked cas- 
ually. the hint of a smile around her bright 
red lips. 

“T didn’t mean to stare,” I apologized. 
“only—well, I think that Calvin made a big 
mistake by not bringing you today. I’m 
going to tell him so, too.” 

“Hmm! Nice!” she purred. “Tell me 
more.” 

I picked up a twig and started snapping 
it into little pieces. “I only met you today. 
but—I think you’re terrific, Jessie Mae,” I 
mumbled, afraid she’d burst out laughing 
at me any moment. 

But she didn’t laugh. She pulled on 
my shirt sleeve until I was beside her again. 
our faces almost touching. 

“T believe you really mean that,” she said 
softly and a little amazed. “Either that, 
or you’ve got a better line than Calvin ever 
had.” 

I gave her a tight-lipped smile, unable to 
tear my gaze away from those soft, full lips 
of hers. “Come closer,” she commanded, 
and I moved my head until I could see tiny 
beads of perspiration tangled in the soft 
down on her upper lip. 

Her lips were moist and slightly parted 
as they met mine and she cupped her hand 
to shield the kiss. She’d had plenty of ex- 
perience, and by the time her twisting, 
turning lips pulled away from mine, I felt 
as if I'd grabbed a high voltage electric 
wire. Still wondering what had hit me, I 
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strained toward her lips again, but she 
drew back, smiling. 

“Take it easy, baby. Here comes Cal- 
vin—looking like he’s about to flip.” she 
smirked. She raised herself on her elbow 
and calmly began replacing her lipstick, 
but I jumped up to face Calvin. 

“Hey, old buddy, where’ve you been all 
day?” he greeted me. He stopped short 
when he saw Jessie Mae. “What the hell 
is going on around here? Where did she 
come from?” 

“The public was invited,” Jessie Mae 
said languidly. 

I stepped between 
wrong?” I asked him. 

“You get on back to the car. James.” he 
ordered, “We're ready to leave now.” 

I resented being pushed around like 
some kid, but Jessie Mae flashed me a 
quick smile and winked, so I turned on my 
heel and strode away. A short distance 
away, Calvin came up beside me and threw 
his arm around my shoulder. I shrugged it 
off. 

“Don’t be sore, kid.” he pleaded, “I did 
it for your own good. That chick is poi- 
son!” 

“She came out here to see you.” I argued. 
“All I did was try to-be halfway nice to 
the girl.” 

“Girl?” he snapped. “That chick was 
waitress at the Last Supper! She’s been 
through the mill, and I don’t want to catch 
you around her any more!” 

I sulked the rest of the way home and it 
did me good to see that Calvin was upset. 
even though he pretended everything was 
all right. I was undressing for bed when 
he came to my door and said, “Aw, come 
on, old buddy! Let’s make up and be 
friends again.” 

“You made a lot of cracks about Jessie 
Mae,” I said sullenly, “but even if they’re 
true, aren’t you the guy who told me you 
have to live life to know it?” 

“You got me there, pal!” he admitted 
with a rueful chuckle. “Even so, there are 
a lot of things you'll learn in school that 
even I can’t dig. You'll find out when 
you start next week.” 

“Start school?” I stared at him incredu- 
“IT came up here to find work, 
Calvin. I could have stayed home and 
wasted time in school, you know! I’ve got 
to get my hands on some loot,” I said de- 
terminedly. 

“For what?” he asked, stepping inside 
and lounging across my bed. “You've got 
all the clothes you need and I'll see that 
you have all the expense money you need. 
All you'll have to do is get good grades in 
school. Fair enough?” 

“TJ want to earn my own money.” I in- 
sisted. “I want to be able to send some 
to Grandma and—” 

“Mama’s well taken care of,” he de- 
clared. “That’s my job.” He tossed me 
a cigarette. “Look, James,” he went on 
more persuasively, “any joker with muscles 
can cop a slave in one of these auto plants, 
but you’re my oldest brother’s son and I 
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want you to amount to something. You're 
good looking, got lots of personality and 
with some education—man, you got it 
made!” 

He laughed explosively and pulled me 
down on the bed and we tussled playfully 
for a while. Finally, he tapped my chin 
lightly with his fist. “How about it, old 
buddy?” 

There was nothing for me to do but ace- 
cept, but all the time I kept remembering 
Jessie Mae and the way she’d kissed me 
and I knew that despite my uncle’s am- 
bitious plans for me and in the face of his 
warning, I’d see her again. 


‘QO WHEN SCHOOL opened for the fall 
term, Calvin and I were the first in the 
registration line. He enjoyed every min- 
ute of the enrollment procedure. and was 
especially proud that I had already com. 
pleted three years of high school. He'd 
even started making plans for me to go to 
Wayne University or up to Michigan State, 

Most of the new students were freshmen 
and I felt like an overgrown fool standing 
with a bunch of baby-faced kids. Even 
after I got with the seniors I found that ] 
was much more mature than any of them, 
thanks to the influence of Calvin and his 
goodtime friends. 

The fellows were all wrapped up in 
sports and their studies and considered tak. 
ing a girl to a movie really living. The 
girls all reminded me of my sisters, gawky 
and giggly, mere children compared to the 
women I’d met in the past few months. 

I did all right the first week because I'd 
made up my mind to go through with 
school. I didn’t find the studies too hard, 
although I certainly wasn’t the smartest 
guy in the world. But then the newness 
wore off and I'd sit up in biology class day- 
dreaming about Jessie Mae, and in English 
class I'd spend my time trying to write a 
love letter to her. 

It was for real, I told myself. I was too 
old for puppy-love and she was certainly 
a woman of experience. I kept recalling 
the way she’d kissed me that day, not a 
lot of sighing and silly chatter, but delib- 
erate and charged with high tension. Id 
squirm in my seat just thinking about it 
and every day the desire to see her again 
gnawed at my insides like the craving for 
a drug. 

One morning it had me so bad that | 
decided not to go to school that day. So 
after Calvin left for work, I slipped back 
into bed and lay there wondering how | 
could get in touch with Jessie Mae. The 
telephone rang, and grumbling, I crawled 
out to answer it. 

“Jimmy?” 

I choked on a yawn and my eyes flew 
wide open. It was Jessie Mae. “Hey. 
baby!” I shouted. “I was hoping you'd 
call soon. I didn’t know how to reach 
you.” 

“People usually get in touch with me 
when they want to bad enough,” she said 
in low, sultry tones. “I don’t know why! 
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should make an exception in your case.” 

I groaned. “On the level, Jessie Mae, I 
really tried. I couldn’t ask Calvin for your 
number and I didn’t know anyone else who 
had it.” 

I could imagine her ripe mouth coiled 
jnto a pout as she said, “Well—I’ll forgive 
you this time, but you'll have to make it up 
to me.” 

“Anything you say!” I said happily. 
“Hold on a second. I’ve got an idea.” 

I went to the window and looked out. 
Calvin had evidently ridden to work with 
one of the fellows at the shop because his 
car was parked right outside. I told Jessie 
Mae I'd pick her up that afternoon and I 
could hardly wait to see her again. 

As I drove around in the flashy converti- 
ble, with a fine looking woman beside me. 
I fancied myself the luckiest guy in town. 
Jessie Mae sure knew how to dress to bring 
out the best features of her figure and 
everywhere we went, she created the effect 
of a bombshell. 

After that first date. I started ditching 
classes regularly and since Calvin was 
never home when the mail came it was easy 
to keep him from seeing the letters sent by 
the attendance clerk at school. For me. 
just being near Jessie Mae was enough. but 
after a while I could tell she was getting 
bored just riding around no place in par- 
ticular and going to the movies. Once. I 
remember, she kept hinting around until 
I took her up to the apartment one after- 
noon. I was scared stiff. 

I knew that if Calvin happened to come 
in. he’d flip if he saw Jessie Mae. but even 
more disturbing were my doubts about how 
to handle the situation. I kept reminding 
myself that she was experienced enough to 
know what she wanted when she went up 
there with me, but every time I’d look at 
her, I'd freeze up, couldn’t think of a thing 
to say. 

It was a warm afternoon in early Fall 
and Jessie Mae flopped on the sofa and 
told me to mix her a drink. I’d_ never 
fooled around with Calvin’s liquor cabinet, 
but somehow I tossed together something 
that resembled those I’d seen him make. 
I took it to her and she smiled, looking up 
at me through those long lashes of hers. 

“T don’t drink alone. Jimmy.” she said. 

So, not really wanting it. I poured myself 
a drink and we touched glasses, 

“Let’s drink to love—it’s the greatest!” 
she said. She took a couple of sips. 
“What’re you trying to do, baby? Knock 
me out?” she exclaimed. She leaned back 
and smiled invitingly. “I think you’re try- 
ing to get me drunk so you can take ad- 
vantage of me.” 

“I'd never do a thing like that!” I pro- 
tested in shocked tones. I gulped my drink, 
then went into a fit of coughing. 

Her lips pressed together in an expres- 
sion of exasperation. “How old are you 
anyway, Jimmy?” she inquired, 

I set my glass down and moved closer 
toher. “Old enough!” I said, smiling with 
a self assurance I didn’t feel. 
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“T wonder—” She gnawed her bottom 
lip, and I saw for the first time how white 
and even her teeth were. 

I bent over her and laid my mouth on 
hers, only this time there was no response 
from her lips. My hands trembled as I 
pulled her closer to me. Desperately, I 
tried to arouse her as she had me that day 
when she first kissed me. But she just lay 
passively in my arms and inexperienced as 
I was, I didn’t know what to do. 

With an agonized moan of helplessness. 
I drew away from her. She picked up her 
glass from the floor and gazed at me over 
the rim. “I guess your brother never let 
you in on the secret of his technique,” she 
observed. 

“Go on, laugh at me,” I said dejectedly. 
“T deserve it.” 

“I’m not laughing at you, Jimmy boy,’ 
she said softly. “Technique isn’t every- 
thing. You’re a lot nicer than that stinker, 
Calvin.” 

“Big deal!” I said sarcastically. “I 
lon’t even know how to kiss a girl.” 

Her eyes were half shut as she held out 
her arms to me. “Come here.” she said. 

This time, her lips were like a searing 
flame that fairly drew the breath out of 
me. My head went spinning and I seemed 
to be acting instinctively, caressing her, 
murmuring words of love and everlasting 
devotion. From a great distance I heard 
her purring like a lithe, tawny cat, and 
then the wild pounding in my ears drowned 
out everything. 

It all happened so unexpectedly and so 
quickly that I wandered around the room 
n a daze. Calvin had come home, and 
seeing Jessie Mae. he had come on like 
Gangbusters. Nor did he spare me. 

“TI told you and I told you—stay away 
from this tramp!” he yelled. “A nice kid 
like you has got no business with a beat-up 
chick like her!” 

He swore at Jessie Mae. “I ought to 
call the law on you, messing around with 
a 17-year-old kid,” he snarled. “You think 
you're pretty slick, don’t you?” 

“Slick enough to get back at you!” she 
shrieked. “I wasn’t good enough for you. 

eh? Well, take a look at that love-sick 
I sure had him on a 


> 


brother of yours! 
merry-go-round!” 

[ stared at her, too astonished to say 
anything. I saw the lines around her eyes 
and mouth that gave her face a hard quali- 
ty I'd never noticed before. I covered my 
eyes to blot out the ugliness, just as Cal- 
vin’s hand lashed out across her cheek. 
(nd as I rushed to my room, I heard him 
warn her, “You stay away from that kid, 
woman! The next time, anything’s liable 
to happen!” 

I don’t know whether Jessie Mae was 
actually laughing as she left, but for days 
! could hear a woman’s hysterical, derisive 
laughter ringing in my ears. I refused to 
go back to school and Calvin, who was now 
ready to do anything for me, said: “Sure, 
old buddy. You take a week off, get your- 
self together. After that you can go back 
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and catch up with the rest of your class.” 

But I had other plans. I'd decided to 
go back home. And one morning, right 
after Calvin left the house, I packed my 
bag and headed for the bus depot. Then 
I remembered the one person I really liked, 
the one person who had shown a genuine 
interest in me—Bertha. I hadn’t seen her 
in a long time because Calvin had a new 
girl friend. Still, I knew it wouldn’t be 
right to leave town without saying good- 
bye to Bertha. 

As always, she was happy to see me and 
before I realized it, I had told her the 
whole story. “James, you’re not going 
home,” she said determinedly. “It’s just 
not right!” 

I argued with her, but in the end she 
had her way. She made me go with her 
back to Calvin’s place. He was home 
when we got there, and plenty burned up 
because he had already seen the note I'd 
left for him. But before he could get set 
to raise the devil with me. Bertha started 
in to say a few well-chosen words. 

“T don’t blame the boy for wanting to 
get away from here,” she declared. “If 
I didn’t think school would mean so much 
to him, I’d let him go right now.” 

“T don’t get it,” Calvin raved. “After 
all I’ve done for him, bought him 
clothes—” 

“There’s a lot you’ve done for him you 
can’t be proud of!” she cut in, “and if 
you’re too ashamed to mention it, I will. 
What kind of a life has James been lead- 
ing? The only people he sees are men old 
enough to be his father and women a kid 


like James shouldn’t even see from a dis- 
tance!” 

Calvin opened his mouth to say some- 
thing but Bertha pushed him down into a 
chair and continued her tirade. “How can 
you blame him for the very thing you're 
always bragging about—how to make a 
fool out of every woman who comes along? 
You ought to set the boy a good example— 
if you can. Personally, I doubt it! A man 
like you would rather have a dozen chip- 
pies chasing after him than have one de- 
cent woman really in love with him!” 

Bertha started crying then, but she was 
too mad to stop. “I hope James forgets 
everything you ever told him! He’s too 
nice a boy to grow up without knowing 
what real love is!” 

Well, I guess the little sermon Bertha 
preached that day opened a lot of eyes. 
Calvin was bowled over and when he tried 
to get Bertha to stop crying, it was the 
first time I’d ever seen him not quite sure 
of himself around a woman. It was love, 
you see, for a few months later, he and 
Bertha got married. 

As for me, I decided to buckle down and 
finish that last year of high school. After 
that—well, time will tell. But it didn’t 
take me long to find out that Bertha was 
right about Calvin not knowing what true 
love is. I discovered a girl in my math 
class with big black eyes and a smile that 
gives me goose pimples all over. 

I carry her books, and sometimes she 
lets me come over to her house to do our 
homework together. I’m beginning to find 
out about this love business. It’s the 


createst! THE END 





Teen Talk 


(Continued from Page 14) 


take a part-time job in the field because 
it will help you gain more insight into the 
demands of your vocation than you could 
get by sitting back and talking about it. 

Even the federal government is inter- 
ested in helping teensters prepare now for 
the future. At the Bureau of Labor Sta- 
tistics, Department of Labor, Washington, 
D.C., a booklet is published (Occupational 
Outlook Handbook) which is the nearest 
thing to a crystal ball that anybody could 
have. It contains a list of 300 occupations, 
ranging from lion-taming to farming, tells 
what your chances are of breaking into the 
field of your choice. The Department of 
Commerce will tell you how employment 
prospects appear in various parts of the 
country—a bit of information which will 
help you decide where to live after you 
graduate. 

Maybe all this work seems too much for 
one little teenager, but let me tell you this, 
my dears. If you drift through high 
school like a ship with no particular port 
in mind, you may end up at the end of 
your educational tour by being stuck on a 
sandbar. Without a goal, a person be- 
comes like Vague Vaughan, the guy who 


walked into the personnel office of a big 
firm and asked for a job. The exec asked 
him what he could do, to which Vaughan 
replied: “Oh anything.” 

“There’s only one job here for a man 
who can do anything.” the interviewer told 
Vaughan. “That’s the job of president 

. and that position is taken.” 

Executives haven’t the time to make up 
your mind for you. Now, while you’re in 
high school, is the time to find out what 
you want to do, then prepare yourself for 
it. 





The Little Bully 
(Continued from Page 45) 


much as previously, he will have no feeling 
of resentment for the little sister or brother, 
and will thus have no reason to take it out 
on his playmates. 

The whole problem of bullying in nor- 
mal, healthy children is a natural one, and 
should not be viewed with alarm, except in 
extreme cases. Children are not by nature 
bad. There is no connection between this 
kind of bullying and that in later life, 
which, of course, leads to serious trouble 
and worry for all concerned. 








bone, 
was | 
Five. 
as the 
Lou 
ings 
Baby 
and | 
later, 
Earl 
a hist 
Sat 
hottes 
they ¢ 
own I 
recor¢ 
ords, 
from 
Colun 
recor¢ 
“The 
The 
stands 
With . 
Foot | 
South. 
many 
Colur 
“Th 
jazz 
that “ 
still a 
men, | 
Sate 
philes 
fused | 
Tecent 
Ain’t 
the mi 
—it’s 
sponte 
beside 


trump 


REC 
x * 


* 





a dis- 


some- 
into a 
w can 
you're 
ake 
long? 
jple— 
\ man 
chip- 
ie de- 
99 

e was 
rgets 
's too 
wing 


ertha 
eyes. 
tried 
s the 
sure 
love, 
- and 


1 and 
A fter 
lidn’t 
was 
true 
math 
that 


chan 


man 
told 
lent 


up 
p in 
‘hat 

for 


ing 
er, 
out 


or- 


ind 


ire 


his 


nle 








On The Records 


(Continued from Page 12) 

On records, Louis has had nothing but 
luck. The very first recordings he ever 
made under his name went over as big 
hits with fans. That was back in 1925 
when he organized a recording orchestra 
for Okeh Records. In the group were 
three former colleagues of his from the 
old King Oliver band: clarinetist Johnny 
Dodds, pianist Lillian Hardin (then Mrs. 
Armstrong) and tenor banjo star Johnny 
St. Cyr. Edward “Kid” Ory, on trom- 
bone, rounded out the aggregation which 
was labeled Louis Armstrong and his Hot 
Five. A real swinging combo, it ranked 
as the most popular jazz band of its day. 

Louis, by 1927, was turning out record- 
ings with his Hot Seven, 
Baby Dodds (Johnny’s brother) on drums 
and Pete Briggs on tuba. Some years 
later, Louis teamed up with piano stylist 
Earl Hines to make what was to become 
a historic combination on wax. 

Satchmo’s old sides rate today as the 
hottest of collector items, mainly because 
Several diskeries 


having added 


they are so hard to find. 
own masters of the yesteryear-Armstrong 
recordings but only one, Columbia Rec- 
ords, has made any important re-issues 
from the catalogue. A few months ago, 
Columbia released 48 of Louis’ oldest 
records in four albums under the title of 
“The Louis Armstrong Story.” 

The collection includes such of his 
standards as Muskrat Ramble, Struttin’ 
With Some Barbecue, Weary Blues, Sugar 
Foot Strut, Shine, Lazy River, Dear Old 
Southland and I’m Confessin’. Louis sings 
many of the four dozen tunes in the 
Columbia volume. 

“The Louis Armstrong 
jazz critic observes, reminds 
that “Louis is still here, still blowing well, 
still associating himself with talented jazz- 
men, still a vital force in jazz.” 

Satchmo’s music not only moves jazzo- 
philes but the long-hair people too. Ef- 
fused one classical musician after listening 
recently to a recording of Armstrong’s 
Ain't Misbehavin’: “It’s so refreshing in 
the midst of all this contrived mental stuff 
—it’s a breath of fresh air—warm and 
spontaneous, simple and meaningful and 
besides he makes beautiful phrases on the 
trumpet!” 


Story,” as one 
everybody 


* * * 


RECORD OF THE MONTH: Decca’s 


Just Like a Butterfly/It’s Better to Wait 
for Love with Louis Jordan in a new role 
that could score big for him in record 
marts. Spotted as a straight vocalist in a 
lush orchestral setting like that Nat Cole 
often gets on records, Louis warbles two 
simple ballads with a lot of soul and smart 
phrasing. His efforts are as neat as any- 
thing he has ever done on recording. The 
backing by Nelson Riddle’s band with 
strings and woodwinds is brilliantly exe- 
cuted and balances out just right behind 
the Jordan vocals. 

GOOD: Capitol’s Saturday Night/If I 
Were You, Baby, ’'d Love Me, two hilari- 
ously funny tunes by comic star Timmie 
Rogers who chirps them here with the 
bouncy support of an All-Star aggrega- 


tion. The group has pianist Gerald Wig- 
gins, bassist Red Callender, drummer 


George Jenkins, trumpeter Harry “Sweets” 
Edison, guitarist Oscar Moore and saxist 
Maurice Simon. 

Timmie plays some tipple on the sides 
too. His most humorous stint of the pair- 
ing is Night, a raucous-type ditty with 
appropriate background effects. That’s 
Edison Timmie is calling on the side. The 
platter can’t miss as a click on jukes. 

RECOMMENDED: Mercury’s She’s Got 
to Go/Come a Little Bit Closer, a swing 
tune and a sentimental ditty as sung in 
slick-precision harmony by The Ravens. 
Bass vocalist Jimmy Ricks is starred on 
both, as is usual with this group. Go has 
a solid bounce and could become a smash 
hit in the rhythm and blues market. Closer 
is only average. 

ACCEPTABLE: Okeh’s I’ve Got a Let- 
ter/Scrap of Paper which showcases De- 
lores Hawkins on two better-than-average 
vocals. On the A-side, 
the lyrics cleanly and 
is not quite as convincing on 


she punches across 
with great assur- 
ance. She 
the flip but still listenable. 
BEST ALBUM: Mercury’s 
collection of five Afro-Cuban 
supervised by Norman Granz and featur- 
ing a band of six native Cuban artists. 
Among them are Bill Barreto. Cuba’s best 
trumpeter El Negro and Bebo 
of Cuba’s new rhythm 
rage, the “Batanga.” The tunes offered in 
the album (Tabu, Desconfianza, Duerme, 
Blues for Andre and Con Poco Coco) are 
played with the usual strong Afro-Cuban 
rhythms but also highlight some strong 
horns, a rarity in Afro-Cuban music. 


Cubano, a 
selections 


drummer; 
Valdes, creator 
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With Each Order of 4 or More 
: RECORD (our choice) 


F oe E E PHOTO of a Leading Artist 


LATEST canine AND RECORDS 


OC THE CLOCK—Johnny Ace............... .89 
[) THESE FOOLISH THINGS—Dominoes... .89 
_}) THIRD DEGREE—Eddie Boyd........... .89 
CJ) CRYING IN THE CHAPEL—Orioles...... .89 
C) TONGUE TIED BABY—Jack Dupree..... .89 
ee 8 0 ("See .89 
OC) TOO MUCH LOVIN’—Five Royales...... -89 
O PLEASE DON’T LEAVE ME—Fats Domino .89 
Cj) SHIRLEY’S BACK—Shirley & Lee...... 89 
O WATERMELON MAN—Browley Guy..... .89 
[) DIGGIN MY POTATOES—Washboard Sam_ .89° 
CL) EARLY IN THE MORNING—Roy Milton. .89 
[J] GOOD LOVIN’—The Clovers............ 89 
C) JINNY MULE—Big Maybelle............ .89 
CL) DON’T DECEIVE ME—Chuck Willis..... -89 
[) PARADISE HILL—The Embers.......... .89 
CJ) YOU CAN’T KEEP A GOOD MAN DOWN 
The Dominoes .89 
C) LITTLE CITY WOMAN—RBig Bill........ -89 
(J HEAVY JUICE—Tiny Bradshaw......... .89 
C) MERCY, MR. PERCY—Varetta Dillard... .89 
LC) LUCY MAE BLUES—Frankie Lee-Sims... .89 
{) Down to the River—Lightning Hopkins... .89 
C) ’'M MAD—Willie Mabon ............... .89 
[} HOUND DOG—Willie Mae Thornton..... .89 
C) GOIN’ TO THE RIVER—Fats Domino.... .89 
[) RED TOP—King Pleasure .............. .89 
[] HELP ME, SOMEBODY—Five Royales... .89 
[] WILD, WILD YOUNG MEN—Ruth Brown. .89 
[) | WANNA KNOW—Dolly Cooper........ .89 
One Room Country Shack—Mercy Dee. .89 
IS IT A DREAM ?—Vocaleers. .89 
Shirley Come Back to Me— Shirley & Lee .89 
LONG, LONG DAY—Amos Milburn...... .89 
VM GLAO—Mitsi Mara .......0cscccces -89 
SHE FELT TOO GOOD—Jimmy McCracklin .89 
40 CUPS OF COFFEE—Danny Overbea... .89 
HEAVY JUICE—Tiny Bradshaw......... .89 


PLEASE LOVE ME—RB. B. King........ .89 
My Dear, Dearest Darling—Five Willows. .89 
Baby Don’t Turn Your Back—Lloyd Price .89 
MAMA—Ruth Brown ..................-. .89 
Let Me Go Home, Whiskey—Amos Milburn .89 
WOKE UP THIS MORNING—B. B. King. .89 


TWENTY-FOUR HOURS—Eddie Boyd.... .89 
CRAIN —LIOUOIS 6 cccceccssccccscses .89 
SOFT—Tiny Bradshaw ................. .89 


Nine Below Zero—Sonny Boy Williamson .89 
NOT ANY MORE TEARS—Four Blazes.. .89 


WAY BACK HOME—RBig Maybelle....... .89 
STRANGERS BLUES—Brownie McGhee.. .89 
| DON’T KNOW—Willie Mabon.......... -89 
BABY DON’T DO IT—Five Royales..... .89 
CROSS MY HEART—Johnny Ace........ .89 
DREAM GIRL—Jesse & Marvin...... .89 


Strange Kind of Feeling—Tiny Kennedy. .89 
TRAIN, TRAIN, TRAIN—Danny Overbea. .89 
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[) AIN’T iT A SHAME—Lloyd i ee .89 
[1] NOBODY LOVES ME—Fats Domino..... .89 
[] ’M GONE—Shirley & Lee.............. 89 
[] FIVE LONG YEARS—Eddie Boyd....... .89 
[] HEY, MRS. JONES—Jimmy Forrest..... -89 
C] | BELIEVE—Elmore James............. .89 
[] MY SONG—Johnny Ace............ a 
(1) GOIN’ HOME—Fats Domino............. .89 
eP, SS ea ae .89 
(1) YOU KNOW I LOVE YOU—B. B. en .89 
[] LAWDY MISS CLAWDY—Lloyd Price. .89 
0 3 O'CLOCK BLUES—B. B. _ =a .89 
SPIRITUALS 
OC WHEN 1! LOST MY MOTHER—Blind Boys.... .89 
O GOD DON’T LIKE tT—Rev, A. Johnson....... -89 
© SURELY SURELY AMEN—Spirit Of Memphis... .89 
oO ONE-TWO-THREE—Chosen Gospel Singers..... -89 
(1) STAN Y ME—Davis Sisters........ a 
Cj FOOTPRINTS OF JESUS—Davis Sisters........ .89 
[] HOW MANY TIMES—Ward Singers .89 
C} SINCE | FOUND THE LIGHT—Ward Singers... .89 
0) ONE WAY STREET—Clara Ward.............. -89 
0 SAY A WORD—Harmonizing Four......... - a 
O ! THANK THE LORD—Nightingales..... — 
OC) DON’T GIVE UP—Southern Stars.............. -89 
© DO You Ree e ap ten org Harmonizers.. .89 
O HE’LL BE THERE—Caravans.................. -89 
© LEAK IN THE. BUILDING. Bells of Joy.. .89 
C1 MY ROCK—Swan Silvertones. -89 
O 1 WAS PRAYING—Blind Boys. 89 
O IN THE UPPER ROOM—Mahalia ackson...... .89 
C0 COME IN THE ROOM—The Martin Singers..... -89 
O THIS LITTLE LIGHT OF MINE—Ward Singers .89 
O BLESSED BE THE NAME—Pilcrim Travelers.. .89 
CO Will He Weicome Me There?—Nightingales..... -89 
(2 The Day pA] Surely Come—Swan Silvertones... .89 
O STOP RIGHT NOW—Bells of Joy.............. .89 
© WORLD PRA YER—Five Blind Boys............ 89 
CO LET’S TA “a ABOUT JESUS—Rells of Jov..... .89 
0 OLD SHIP OF ZION—Five Blind Boys . 89 
0 OUR FATHER—Five Blind Boys..... : ae 
OD SURELY GOD IS ABLE—Ward Singe — 
0 Take My oe BI. the Lord—Ward Singers.... .89 
2 JESUS GAVE M ATER—Soul Stirrers. .89 
O LIVING ON MOTHER’ S$ PRAYER—Soul Stirrers 89 
O MILKY WHITE W WAY—The Trumpeteers........ -89 
2) Jesus Pa Woman At Well—Pilgrim Travelers... .89 
OD WHE Ba ree DE imssseveeees .89 
O TELL THE A ELS—Ward Singers............ .89 


TN iE DOING IN HEAVEN?— 
oe ee ee Dixie Humming Birds _.89 


We Ship C.0.D. Parcel Post Insured. Send for Free 
Catalogue. 


ESSEX RECORD SHOP 


114 SPRINGFIELD AVENUE 
NEWARK 3, NEW JERSEY, DEPT. T 
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The Man 
I Marry 


(Continued from Page 31) 


fused all of them and the main reason is 
that I feel that I have a job to do. I am 
sorely disappointed when I am not en- 
couraged to go ahead. 

The men whom I have refused have 
wanted me to quit the theater and for me 
to encourage them, instead of the other 
way around which I am perfectly willing 
to do, provided that I don’t destroy my 
own career. 

This encouragement business, I have 
found, should be mutual. When I find a 
man who is more or less in this frame of 
mind, my heart is open to thought. 

I have been accused of not having Negro 
men in my life. The only thing I have to 
say about this is that it’s a lie! 

It so happens that the only time this 
subject is considered “good copy” is when 
I am not with men of my own race. For 
when I am with a Negro it is a natural 
occurrence, therefore this is not anything 
extraordinary. Thus, it is not interesting 
enough to write about. 

I’ve never thought of myself as being 
anything but what I am—a Negro. Those 
who have accused me of trying to be other- 
wise, should take into consideration that 
my work is not racial and neither am I a 
racial personality. 

The reason why I am in New Faces of 
1952 is my personality, not that I am a 
Negro. 

I have been accused of “associating 
downtown.” It is true I have been to a lot 
of places others of my race have not been. 
But this has been because of my lack of 
inhibitions and because I do not carry my 
race on my shoulders. 

Likewise. when I am seen with men of 
other races, it is because I regard all men 
as being simply men. A man, in other 
words, is a man where I am concerned, 
whatever his nationality. 

I have found good companionship and 
friendship among men of all races. The 
thing that matters most to me is—can he 
keep me amused? I don’t mean, please 
understand, that he is able to keep me 
laughing 24 hours a day. Nor does it mean 
that he has to be frivolous. What I want 
to know is what he has to say and how 
what he has to say strikes me. 

I want a working man, one who does not 
necessarily have to be a hod-carrier, but 
a man who is industrious and who wants 
to work at something. He should have a 
hobby of some sort to keep him busy while 
I’m not around. 

Thus, you can see, I don’t want the kind 
of man who is always hanging around me 


"0 
40 





as though I were his mother. I don’t care 
if he doesn’t make a lot of money. That 
is not too important. 

Right here. I want to point out that I 
don’t want any “manager.” I am my own 
manager, thank you! But, nevertheless, I 
do need expert guidance. By this I mean 
that I want somebody to turn to for it, or 
at least, someone to discuss my work with 
me. He must be a good critic for a lot of 
times he may be my only audience. 

I do not consider myself a jealous 
woman since I| feel that when two people 
are married there is a mutual understand- 
ing between them to be faithful to one an- 
other. Therefore there should be no cause 
for jealousy or misunderstandings. 

I might point out here that I am not a 
socialite nor do I aspire to be one. I very 
seldom go to clubs and I hate parties. 

I prefer a man who works the same 
hours as I do—or who is well off enough 
not to worry about working hours. In that 
way, we can be assured of being together 
once in a while. 

I have always wanted to be a mother. 
But even here, I intend to keep working 
at my career. 

I don’t like a man who is possessive, 
because I was born under the sign of 
Aquarius and don’t like to be cooped up. 

Maybe that is why I am what they call 
a gypsy today. 

I don’t know what it takes to get a man, 
but I am willing to be taught. 

I consider myself an apt pupil and I 


ish, Italian, Turkish, patois and bebop— 
in less than four years. 

But this doesn’t mean that the man | 
marry has to be a linguist. If he can ex- 
press himself well in Elnglish, that’s good 
enough for me. 

My dream man must be a combination 
Herb Jeffries — Clark Gable — Ricardo 
Montelban—Jean Pierre Aumont—K wame 
Nkrumah — Sam Jaffe — General Naguib, 
and I can’t leave out Orson Welles. 

Thus, you see, you can’t say I’m not 
easy to please. My combination man in- 
cludes an African, an Egyptian, an Amer. 
ican Negro, a Spaniard, a Frenchman, a 
Jew and a couple of Anglo-Saxons. 

These men, to me, represent certain 
qualities—but one thing they have in com. 
mon is intellect. 

Maybe the answer to the whole question 
of the man I marry may be found in these 
stanzas from my forthcoming book of 
poems: 

“Let me cry 

Weep the tears of sordid years, 

Let me cry. 


“Let me look across the ocean 
Watch the sky in colors change 
As I feel myself in heaven 

Let them change. 


“Let me rest a moment, 

Remembering days of yore; 

When I was child and childlike was, 
Let me cry. 

Now let you and I be lovers 





pick up things very easily. I picked up As I cry!” 
seven languages—French, German, Span- THE END 
Emotions constipation. Secretions of the glands can 


(Continued from Page 47) 


hundreds of diseases have a psychosomatic 
basis. Some of this evidence is acceptable, 
most of it is not. 

Some of the common diseases believed to 
have a neurotic basis are, high blood pres- 
sure, stomach ulcers. coronary heart dis- 
ease, asthma, hay fever, mucus colitis, 
goiter, impotence, frigidity, sterility, mi- 
graine headaches, obesity, sinus disease, 
and certain skin diseases. 

It is not clear whether these diseases are 
always caused by psychosomatic factors 
or whether they are only sometimes caused 
by them, However. there is a_ certain 
amount of rationality in believing that they 
may be caused by emotional factors. We 
know from physiology and even from 
everyday observation that emotions can 
affect the blood. Certain emotions cause 
blushing which is the result of the skin 
blood vessels becoming larger. Other emo- 
tions cause the skin to become pale be- 
cause of the contraction of the blood 
vessels. 

There is reason to believe that the blood 
supply to other organs can be influenced 
in the same way. We also know that fear, 
anxiety, and other sensations can make 
the heart beat faster or cause diarrhea or 


be affected. Witness how the mouth be. 
comes dry under certain emotional stresses. 
It is a well-known medical fact that an 
abnormal blood supply to an organ will 
cause it to become diseased. Also abnor- 
mal nerve stimulation of glands and mus 
cles will likewise disturb their healthy 
state. 

By taking all of these facts into consid 
eration, we can understand the effect of 
strong and perverted emotions in causing 
disease. It is also necessary to know that 
emotional conflicts, frustrations, and other 
sensations may be both open and recog: 
nized as well as unconscious and subtle. 
In either case, where their influence is ex 
tended over many years, the result may 
be considerable. 

The type of emotional experiences which 
result in disease is a complicated subject 
and is in the field of the psychiatrist. He 
talks of such things as anxiety, feelings of 
guilt, frustration, sex, conversion hysteria, 
emotional conflicts, maladjustment, hostil- 
ity, aggression, sublimation and _personal- 
ity adjustment. He thinks of disease as 
an organ language to express emotional 
difficulties. 

The general practitioner is often in 4 
difficult position in deciding what to do 
about the neurotic. Should he give the 
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orthodox treatment for the disease and try 
to resolve the frankly emotional problem 
himself or should the patient be referred 
to the psychiatrist? He knows and can 
demonstrate that an organ is diseased. He 
knows that certain medicines or surgery 
will have a curative effect. But how last- 
ing will his cure be if the causing emo- 
tional factors still exist? 

On the other hand. if the 
relieves the patient’s psychiatric affliction, 
the doctor knows that a damaged heart or 
peptic ulcer will remain and will need 
drug or surgical treatment anyway. 

Many patients fear consultation with a 


psychiatrist 


psychiatrist because they associate this 
specialist with insanity. Nothing is fur- 


ther from the truth. A person with a 
neurosis is far from insane. As a matter 
of fact. some of the brightest and most in- 
telligent people in the world are definitely 
neurotic. Some authorities even go so far 
as to say that some people make brilliant 
contributions because they are neurotic 
and they also claim that to cure them of 
their neurosis would destroy their useful- 
ness, 

Whether or not this is true. 
up the fact that it is no reflection to be 
treated by a psychiatrist for a neurosis. 
if your family doctor cures you 
another will 


it does point 


Moreover. 
of one neurotic 
crop up to take its place unless the basic 
emotional cause This the psy- 
chiatrist can do by the special methods he 


disease. one 


is relieved. 


has developed. 
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‘or NO-COST TRIAL OFFER! 


FOR 
IF YOU SUFFER FROM BRONCHIAL ASTHMA 
PAROXYSMS, from coughs, gasping wheezing . 
write quick for daring No-Risk, No-Cost Trial Offer. No 
matter if you consider your case “‘hopeless’’— Write Today! 
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NEVOLINE |; the fastest 
con use for guaranteed iighter, brighter complexion 
You get immediate results in just 3 days with wonder- 
ful NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream Results you octu- 
ally con see in your Own mirror and in his eyes. 
Get NEVOLINE ond prove to yourself thot your 
skin con be lighter, brighter, glowing ond 

blemish-free. 

Order it todoy! In large 2 oz. jars 
each, or 3 for $2.00. Sove C.0.0 
close your remittonce with order, 
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(Continued from Page 


wards him with a physical urge beyond 
myself I could only bury my quivering face 
on his shoulder and sob, “Tim! Tim! I’ve 
missed you so.” 

I did try to protest, I did try to remember 
that I was engaged to Russel Fielding, a 
fine man with gray eyes and strong gentle 
hands. But Tim carried me to the big 
davenport and sat down with me in his 
arms. Automatically, head found its 
old place on his shoulder. Tim was kissing 
my throat and mouth and cheeks. We were 
Tim and Norma together again just as we'd 
been before. 


The bill of 


my 


divorcement hadn’t really 
separated us at all. Now I was home in 
his arms just where I belonged. His lips 
drank at mine, deep demanding kisses. I 
clung to him, intoxicated. 

That night Tim remained at the apart- 
ment, 

The next day was Sunday and I didn’t 
have to go to work. I got up, donned my 
prettiest negligee and prepared some break- 


fast. But neither of us cared about food. 
The room was full of soft laughter and 


nonsense broken by quick kisses. About ten 
o'clock some one tapped on the door. “It’s 
the paper boy, Tim,” I “Bring the 
paper in and let’s look at the funnies.” 

Tim opened the door, but it wasn’t the 
paper boy. It was Nellie Taylor from down 
the hall. She stared at Tim and then at me 
behind him in informal attire. “Oh,” she 
stammered, “I’m sorry.” She went on down 
the hall to her own door. 

“Oh, my goodness,’ “this 
is awful. Nellie Taylor works where I do. 
She'll put a wrong meaning on this.” 


said. 


I whispered, 


Tim was laughing. “That look on her 
face was really funny. She’s the type who 


shocks easily. isn’t she?” 

I pretended to laugh with him, but sud- 
denly I was seeing things through Nellie 
Taylor's eyes and it scared me. Nellie 
Taylor would be glad of a chance to hurt 
me. 

Later in the afternoon, my phone rang. 
It was Russel. His voice was expectant, 
alive. “What time shall I call for you this 
evening. Norma?” 

I had to pull my mind back to reality. 
I'd completely forgotten my date with Rus- 
sel for that evening. The little hat I'd 
bought still lay on the table where it had 
landed upside down when Tim had tossed 


it there. “Oh, I’m so sorry, Russel,” I said. 
“T won’t be able to go with you. I have 


company from out of town.” 
Russel’s voice sounded his disappoint- 
ment. “Can’t we take her along?’ 








’ he asked, 





Ann Pinkham* reports 













OR AMAZINGLY RELIEVED 
| ded 


in 3 out of 4 cases in doctors’ tests! 


mit’ S WONDERFUL news,” says Ann Pinkham, 
“for women and girls who suffer from those 
functionally- caused cramps, backaches, head- 
aches and ‘no-good’ feelings of menstruation 
- who feel upset and irritable on certain 
particular days. In doctors’ tests, Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Compound or Tablets gave com- 
plete or striking relief of such distress in 3 
out of 4 cases, even on first day of period!” 
Yes! Lydia Pinkham’s is thoroughly mod- 
ern in action... exerts a calming effect on the 
uterus without the use of pain-deadening 
drugs. Its effectiveness is known to millions. 
Take Lydia Pinkham’s regularly ...and see 
if you don’t avoid the feelings of tension and 
weakness that precede your period...as well 
as the cramps and pain of “those days.” 
Get either the liquid Compound ...or the 
new, improved Tablets with added iron — so 
convenient to carry and easy to take. 


25¢ Ann Pinkham Booklet... FREE! 


- Easily worth $1! New booklet (illustrated in color 


—over 5000 words) tells all about menstruation— 
answers questions authoritatively, simply. Ex- 
plains mysteries of female system. Tells what to 
expect in change of life. For free copy write ANN 
PINKHAM, 629 Cleveland St., Lynn, Mass. 
Mailed in plain envelope. Not for children. 
Offer is good only until January 10, 1954 


*Ann Pinkham, modern-day voice of Lydia Pinkham. 










GET YOUR 
MAN 


and make him yours FOR- 
EVER. Why take chances 
against other women who 
may be using mysterious 
charms? This is your chance 
to learn and use Secrets of 
Sex Appeal so powerful that even bad women can keep 

good men while good girls go without. 


HOW TO WIN AND HOLD A HUSBAND 
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assuming, of course, that my guest was a 

woman. 

“I’m afraid not, Russel,” I said gently. 
“I’m awfully sorry. I'll see you tomorrow.” 

I turned to find Tim scowling, one of 
the terrifying scowls I’d learned to dread 
in our years together because they always 
led to such violent explosions. “I can’t bear 
to think of your having dates with other 
men,” he cried. 

I went to him, put my arms around him. 
“T couldn’t after this,” I said softly. 

Tim’s voice softened. “Forget him, who- 
ever he is,” he said, kissing me wildly. 

“We'll have to get married all over again. 
darling.” I said. “I guess there’s no use for 
us to try to live apart.” 

Tim’s chin rested on my hair and he 
said: “Let’s have it this way for awhile, 
Norma. I’m afraid if we get tied up again, 
we'll start fighting like we used to. This 
way it’s perfect. Ill see you every time I 
make St. Paul and it will be like heaven 
for both ef us.” 

I didn’t argue. Tim was due in Chicago 
the next morning so I took him to the ten 
o’clock train that night. “Now remember,” 
he said. “Ill be seeing you in three months. 
Save that time for me. Ill be thinking of 
you every minute.” 

“And Ill be thinking of you too, Tim, 
darling,” I whispered, lifting my arms and 
my lips for his kiss. 

I dreaded going back to work next day. 
because Nellie Taylor passed me in the 
hall and didn’t even speak to me and I 
knew why. Then too, I’d have to break with 
Russel. That was going to be awfully hard. 
Because I'd really grown to care for him. 

As I sat at my desk, typing letters, my 
heart seethed in a sort of wild turmoil. Re- 
membrance of tormenting sweetness sent 
my thoughts soaring. But memories from 
the past tiptoed in like ghosts to send them 
tumbling down again. 

Towards noon, Russel called me into his 
office for some dictation. “Has your com- 
pany gone, Norma?” he asked. “Could we 
take in a show tonight?” 

“Yes, I'd like to,” I said, shrinking in- 
wardly. I'd go with him that night and tell 
him. Id give him back his ring. 

Russel came for me about seven o’clock 
that night. I looked into his eager face and 
wished that I didn’t have to hurt him. “Did 
I ever tell you how much I love you, Nor- 
ma?” he asked as he kissed me. He was so 
different from Tim, quiet-spoken and even- 
tempered but none the less attractive. 

“Russel...” I began. 

“I don’t know how I was ever lucky 
enough to rate a girl like you,” he said. 

I let the moment pass. I couldn’t seem 
to find the right words. Russel knew that 
I'd been married before. He knew that I 
was divorced. But you can’t explain to a 
man who loves you generously and sweetly 
that the very sight of another man can 
drive him completely from your mind. I 
didn’t even see the show because all the 
time I was thinking about how I was going 


to have to hurt Russel. But I couldn't 
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marry him feeling the way I did about 


Tim. 


ERHAPS I CAN make you understand 

better if I go back to when I was 
eighteen and Tim was a year older and cap- 
tain of our football team. Tim was my man. 
He loved me. Those other girls might yell 
his name until they could scream no more, 
but out of all their number, he had chosen 
me. I was Tim’s girl and they all knew it. 

We were graduated together and when I 
told the folks that Tim and I were going 
to get married as soon as he found a job, 
Dad almost hit the roof. “That boy’s the 
worst spoiled brat that ever chased a ball.” 
he declared. 

“You'd be spoiled too, Dad,” I laughed, 
“if all the girls ran after you the way they 
run after Tim.” 

“Yes, and he’s so used to admiration that 
he won't last a month in the 
world,” Dad shot back. “Tim’s got to be 
the center of the universe or he won’t play. 
I warn you, Norma, don’t marry him. Wait 
until he’s proved himself.” 

I thought that Tim had showed Dad when 
Mr. Asher of the Asher Steel Works, who 
had been a football player himself, offered 
Tim a job right after graduation. He was 
to start after a two-week vacation. 

“Let’s elope. Norma.” Tim suggested. 
“Grandpa gave me a hundred dollars for 
a graduation present. We could get mar- 
ried and have a honeymoon at our lake 
cottage. The folks won’t be going there 
for another month. We’d have it all to our- 
selves.” 

I was entranced by the daring of the 
idea. Tim didn’t give me time to consider. 
His lips were on mine and my blood was 
surging in crazy elation. “We could pretend 
were going to play tennis in the morning,” 
he was saying. “We could drive to the 
county seat—send the folks a wire. How 
about it. Norma?” 

How about being with Tim Morgan all 
the time? I didn’t have to consider. If I 
could just be with Tim always, that was all 
I wanted just then. 

Morgan’s cabin was tucked among 
clumps of trees on a narrow peninsula, It 
was such a romantic place for a honeymoon, 
I thought, as we drove in. Tim unlocked 
the cabin door and turned to me. “Have to 
carry my bride in,” he laughed, hoisting 
me over his shoulders like a sack of flour 
and dumping me into the middle of the sofa. 

“You goof!” I screamed and made a dive 
at him. 

I then led him a merry. giggling chase 
around the rooms and out of the door again 
into the fragrant woods. When he caught 
me, we dropped breathless on moss that was 
like a pillow. Tim gathered me close. 

“Darling! Darling!” Tim whispered. “I 
love you so. I love you so.” 

My lips took flame at his kisses and my 
pulse set up a wild rhythm. “My little 
wife,” he whispered. My body was a harp, 
responding to Tim’s touch. 

The first three days were a golden chain 
of wild sweet hours when eagerness tore 


business 


at us and marriage was a miracle the like 
of which had never been known before. 

Then our lovely paradise was shattered. 
A large cottage nearby which belonged to 
a girls’ club, opened and a group of girls 
moved in. Right away they were running 
back and forth, wanting to borrow matches, 
wanting to get acquainted. 

“Why you’re Tim Morgan from Ram. 
sey.” a tall, pretty blonde squealed at Tim. 
“[T saw you when your football team played 
Kasota last year.” She turned to the others, 
“Tim Morgan’s the greatest player Ramsey 
ever had.” 

Tim swelled visibly before the flattery 
that followed. He bantered with the girls, 
leaving me out of the picture. I remem. 
bered suddenly what Dad had said about 
Tim wanting to be the center of every 
group. I pushed the thought from my mind, 
Why shouldn’t he like it? And yet... 

I dipped deep into my reservoir of dig. 
nity and tried to make the best of it. Only 
Tim kept kidding that pretty, blonde girl. 
“Too bad you’re so beautiful,” he was say- 
ing. “So many people think all beautiful 
girls are dumb.” 

She slapped at him playfully and then 
dodged when he tried to grab her. She 
darted away and he followed her, chasing 
her as he had chased me that first day. 
They ran into the woods and I counted 
heartbeats until they appeared again. Had 
he kissed her when he caught her there? 

I looked at her sharply as she rejoined 
the group, still laughing. Her face was 
flushed. She certainly looked like a girl 
who had just been kissed. I felt suddenly 
ill. I left them and went into our cabin. 
Tim didn’t follow me. I could hear him out 
there, still kidding with the girls. 

After what seemed hours, he came. I 
was lying on the bed and he sat down 
and took my hand. “What’s eating you, 
honey?” he asked, “and what was _ the 
idea of leaving me to those she wolves?” 

“Guess I was just too tired,” | murmured. 
It was all right now. Tim’s face was against 
mine, 

“Sweet baby,” 
baby.” 

I slid from his arms, not wanting his 
passion then. “I’m going to make us some 
coffee,” I said. 

It wasn’t a honeymoon any more. It was 
a battle between Marge Fenway and my- 
self. The fact that Tim had a wife made 
little difference to her. Her play suits were 
masterpieces of revealment. Her eyes were 
warm and seductive. It wasn’t Tim and 
Norma anymore. It was Tim and Norma 
and Marge. 

I tried to keep close to Tim so things 
wouldn’t happen. But Marge was always 
starting some action where they disap- 
peared together, often for just a moment, 
but long enough for a quick kiss. I was 
sure of it the day Tim came back with a 
smudge on his cheek. 

“You kissed her,” I stormed at Tim that 
night. “I’m not going to stay here another 
day. I’m going back home.” 

“Don’t be silly, darling,” he laughed. “I 


he whispered. “Sweet 





didn’ 
one 
you i 
Fo: 
knew 
after 
spoile 
to Ti 
spoil 
to we 
Ie 
back 
said | 
Dad 
lot. N 
apart 
Ti 
the e 
Whe 
it un 
brate 


corne 
was 
and ¢ 
I did 
wife. 
we W 
Ok 
my h 
notic 
were 
floor 
ing 
more 
at h 
Whe 
I dic 
W 
the | 
set U 
two 
least 
He 
was 
I sa 
chec 
bills 
~< 
awfu 
little 
wher 
and 
tains 
you 
didn 
I) 
cam 
enou 
Fi 
stay’ 
a jo 
turn 
ing | 
Rusl 
the 1 
dres 
want 
nigh 
an e 
iG 


£0 












the like 
fore. 


attered, 
nged to 
of girls 
running 
1atches, 


1 Ram. 
at Tim. 
played 
others, 
{amsey 


flattery 
e girls, 
remem- 

about 
_ every 
’ mind, 
of dig. 
. Only 
e girl. 
aS Say- 
autiful 





1 then 
She 
hasing 
day. 
/unted 
Had 
re? 
joined 
> was 
1 girl 
denly 
-abin. 
m out 


ie. I 
down 
you, 
; the 
9” 
ured. 
ainst 


weet 


- his 
some 


ngs 
ays 
a p- 
ont, 


na 





hat 
ner 


“ 


didn’t kiss her. She kissed me. You’re the 
one I love. Why would I have married 
you if I didn’t love you, Norma, darling?” 

For a while I couldn’t think sanely. Tim 
knew so many ways to make me forget. But 
after Tim was asleep I lay thinking. “A 
spoiled brat,” Dad had said. I'd explained 
to Tim that his attentions to Marge were 
spoiling our honeymoon but it didn’t seem 
to worry him a bit. 

I couldn’t help being glad when we went 
back to Ramsey. Mother hugged me and 
said that she was glad to see me so happy. 
Dad didn’t say anything but he looked a 
lot. Mother had found us a small two-room 
apartment over a store. 

Tim entered into his new job with all 
the enthusiasm he’d displayed for football. 
When he got his first pay check he waved 
it under my nose delightedly. “Got to cele- 
brate tonight, honey,” he cried. 

I thought of the bill we’d run up at the 
corner grocery. I remembered that the rent 
was due tomorrow. I needed some dishes 
and curtains. But Tim’s eyes were so alive. 
I didn’t want to start in by being a nagging 
wife. I put on my new aqua linen suit and 
we went to the best restaurant in town. 

Oh, it was wonderful going there with 
my handsome, gay Tim and having people 
notice us because Tim was Tim and we 
were bride and bridegroom. There was a 
floor show and dancing. Tim started drink- 
ing and each drink keyed him up a little 
more. A girl trom an adjoining table smiled 
at him. He cast little remarks her way. 
When she responded he asked her to dance. 
I didn’t like the way they danced, 

When they came back he insisted that 
the two tables be moved together and he 
set up treats for everyone. We got home at 
two o'clock and I knew Tim had spent at 
least half his check. 

He had a headache next morning and 
was cross. As he was going out of the door 
I said, “Better leave me the rest of the 
check this morning, Tim. I'd like to pay the 
bills today.” 

“Oh, gosh!” he scowled. “What’s the 
awful hurry? It won’t hurt them to wait a 
little. They’ll appreciate the money more 
when they get it.” He took out his billfold 
and handed me ten dollars. “Get the cur- 
tains and dishes you want today. I'll give 
you the whole pay check next week.” He 
didn’t quite meet my eyes. 

I was soon to learn that next week never 
came. There were handouts, yes, but never 
enough to pay the bills. 

Finally. I began to say that I was bored 
staying home alone all day and got myself 
a job typing in the railroad office. That 
turned my life into one grand rush. Rush- 
ing home at night to get dinner out of cans. 
Rushing through Sunday to get ready for 
the next week, and worst of all, rushing to 


dress at night to go out with Tim. Tim 
wanted to go somewhere almost every 


night. He was restless if he had to spend 
an evening at home. 

Thad to call a halt. I told Tim we’d just 
80 out on Saturday nights because I was 
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cetting all tired-out and jittery. Tim fid- 
zeted around a few nights and then started 
going out alone. “I’m just going down to 
the drug store for cigarettes.” he’d say. Or 
the corner bar. Or the pool hall. 

One pay day. he asked me to lend him 
thirty dollars. That was all he had con- 
tributed in the last two weeks. “No,” I 
rebelled, “you've got to stop throwing 
money around. I’m not working to support 
you. It’s bad enough to have to support 
myself.” 

The look in Tim’s eyes stopped me. His 
eyes darkened and he opened his mouth to 
say something. Then he closed it, jerked 
open the door and stormed out. 

For hours I sat in the window, watching 
the dark street, listening for the sound of 
his car. My ears were tuned to the sound 
of his step. At two o’clock I was too tired 
to wait any longer. I dropped on the bed 
and fell asleep. When I awoke, the place 
beside me was still empty. What had hap- 
pened to Tim? What if he’d done some- 
thing desperate? 

It was the first of the month and there 
was a lot of work piled up at the office so 
I felt that I just had to go down. But I only 
made a pretense of work. I could hardly 
wait to get home to learn whether Tim had 
come back. 

When I walked in. my heart gave a flop. 
because he was sitting there, reading the 
evening paper. “Tim,” I cried. “Where have 
you been? I nearly went crazy worrying 
about you.” 

He didn’t answer my 
jumped up and took me into his arms. 
“Then you do care. honey? I thought last 
night you didn’t.” His face was nuzzling 
mine, melting my terror, kissing away my 
fears. That night. I loaned Tim the thirty 
dollars he wanted. Again, I heard him 
promise to give me his whole check the 


question but 


next week. 

Next pay day he didn’t come home at 
all. | spent another frantic night. At noon 
[ phoned his office. The desk girl told me 
that he was out to lunch. I discovered later 
that he’d been out with another girl. 


| THINK I knew then that our marriage 

was hopeless, but I was proud. I didn’t 
want to admit that I had made a mistake, 
so I decided to go on, keep up a semblance 
of a home and let Tim come and go as he 
liked. 

For three years I did just that. After 
each slip, Tim was my devoted husband for 
weeks, trying to make things up. Then it 
was something else. A new girl, a round 
of gambling, a wild spree when I'd be for- 
gotten. 

I couldn’t change Tim but I changed in 
those three years. I began to see that I’d 
have to change my way of living if I was 
ever to be happy again. I made myself face 
things. I told Tim that I was going to get 
a divorce. 

lim begged and pleaded but I packed 
my things and went home to my folks. The 
day | got my divorce I said to myself: “Now 
82 
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something of myself.” I enrolled in a sec- 

retarial course, but I just couldn’t forget 

Tim. I couldn't forget the way Tim had 

whispered: “I love you so, darling.” 

Had I made a mistake in leaving Tim? 
Had I ruined both our lives? Rumor said 
Tim had gone to California, all broken up 
over what had happened. I didn’t know. 
But every time I saw a tall. redhead coming 
down the street. my heart leaped in wild 
confusion. I felt that if I didn’t get away, 
find new friends and new interests, I’d just 
go crazy. 

As soon as I finished my business course, 
I applied at the office for a transfer and 
was sent to the St. Paul office at a much 
better salary. I got a two-room apartment 
and settled down. “Now I’m really getting 
a new start,” I said as I surveyed myself 
in the mirror. 

But I didn’t realize how hard it was go- 
ing to be to make new friends. Nellie Tay- 
lor, a tall, spinsterish woman of about 
thirty who lived in the same building as I 
did, was assigned to teach me the ropes in 
the stenographic pool where I was placed. 
The very first day, she asked me to lunch 
with her. I was pleased and flattered. But 
that afternoon, I overheard two of the girls 
laughing about her in the rest room. They 
were saying that she had a crush on Russel 
Fielding, one of the bachelor executives, 
and was doing her best to make him notice 
her. 

Living in the same building. Nellie Tay- 
lor and I were thrown together. But I 
soon discovered that in being friends with 
Nellie, I shut myself off from friendship 
with the other girls. None of them seemed 
to like her. Yet I could hardly refuse when 
she made such a point of being friendly, 
inviting me places with her. coming to my 
apartment evenings for a bit of sewing or a 
cup of coffee. 

From remarks she made and from what 
the girls said. I knew that Nellie was really 
crazy about Russel Fielding. He had been 
very nice to her at a company party two 
months before and she was still waiting for 
another date. 

Knowing how she felt, it scared me a 
little when Russel asked me for a date. He 
was a friendly sort of person who always 
talked awhile after he finished dictation. 
He lacked Tim’s flamboyant glow but he 
had a quiet depth that made one feel that 
he was dependable. So I was really thrilled 
when he asked me to go to a show with him. 
Only I was scared of what Nellie would say. 

We'd planned to do some sewing that 
evening and when I told her Russel had 
asked me to go out, her face reddened. “Of 
course, it’s just a nice gesture,” I hastened 
to say. “He’s being nice to me because I’m 
a stranger here.” 

“Of course,” Nellie said. “He knows how 
to show a girl a good time. At that last 
party...” 

In the darkness of the theatre, Russel 
and I were shut in a little world quite 
different from the atmosphere of the office. 





I’m free. Now I can go ahead and make 





I forgot my loneliness, even forgot Tim for 
awhile. When he helped me on with my 
coat, his hands lingered on my shoulders, 
It was apparent that he liked me when we 
sat together over a cup of coffee in a small 
cafe afterwards. He asked me questions 
about my work and my past. Before we left, 
he’d gotten it all out of me about my loneli- 
ness and about my divorce from Tim. 

“I see I’ve got a job to do.” he said. “I’m 
going to show you how to have fun again, 
I've been wondering why you looked so sad, 
It wasn’t right for a young and beautiful 
girl.” 

“You’re a real Boy Scout.” I laughed 
shakily. 

“Call it what you like,” he said softly. 

He did take me out a couple of times a 
week after that. I began to get over Tim, 
to have fun again. Russel’s quieter but no 
less sincere attentions were restful after 
the tempestuousness I’d known with Tim. 

I scarcely noticed that Nellie Taylor 
didn’t come to my place much now! It was 
a relief in a way for I’d never really liked 
her. 

In a few months I'd accepted Russel’s 
diamond, promised to marry him. 

Then Tim came back! Tim came, bring. 
ing to life the dormant flame. I forgot 
everything in our wild night together. 

“We'll have to be married all over again, 
Tim,” I said. “I guess there’s just no use 
for us to try to live apart.” 

Tim’s chin rested against my hair and 
he said softly: “Let’s have things this way 
for awhile, Norma. I’m afraid that if we 
get tied up again, we'll start fighting like 
we used to. This way it’s perfect.” 

But it wasn’t perfect. It took Nellie 
Taylor to spoil the perfection and make it 
seem like a sordid thing when she came 
to my door, found Tim there and backed 
away in confusion. 

Now I was full of terror for fear she 
would tell Russel. I knew Russel had to be 
told, but I wanted to do it myself. I thought 
[ could make him understand how it had 
happened. It would hurt him dreadfully 
but I thought he’d be able to realize that 
I'd have to go back to Tim. 

Nellie Taylor cast me a disdainful glance 
when I went to work. “Russel will soon be 
back in circulation,” I thought. “She'll 
have another chance.” 

When Russel called me in for some dic- 
tation, I was shaking so I couldn’t hold my 
pencil steady. “What’s wrong, Norma?” he 
asked. “Are you sick?” 

“Russ ...” the words poured out, “I 
hate to tell you, but our engagement’s all a 
mistake. I can’t go on.” I pulled the dia- 
mond off my finger and laid it on the desk 
between us. 

“You can’t mean it,” he said. “Don't 
you love me... have I done something to 
offend you?” 

“No, Russ, believe me. I think you're 
wonderful,” I babbled. “Only I can’t go 
through with it. I guess—I guess, it just 
isn’t love.” Then I burst into tears, 

“My dear,” he said reaching for my 
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CHOLESTROL is the active ingredient of LANOLIN. CHOLESTROL is 
CRACKING HAIR FINAL STEP on ingredient found in all vegetables, in all animals, and in our 


Being a woman, your hair is in need of either bodies. If is now possible for chemists to produce a synthetic 
CHOLESTROL, which mokes it possible to-use CHOLESTROL in this 


waving, marcelling or sing. If : ; 

b ha J dn or H you ete special hair and scolp treatment. Your hair grows from the follicles 
@ COMM VO USS INE SPSCIG! TIOMOGSMES located in the tissues of your scalp. The condition of your hair 

Formula enclosed with your treatment. This depends upon the normal health of your scalp. The LANOLIN Cream 

formula contains micro-wax which melts with Shampoo which you receive with this treatment is to be used as a 

the heat of the comb and water-proofs the Shampoo to cleanse the hair and scalp. 

hair, and at the same time helps to hold the You get everything, the L.S.C. Balsam Treatment, the LANOLIN 

setting or styling. Shampoo, the DH12 Formula containing CHOLESTROL and the special 

THIS SPECIAL PRESSING COMPOUND RESISTS PERSPI- Homogenized Formula, all a real value, formerly $4.75, but all you 


RATION AND KEEPS YOUR HAIR LOOKING LOVELIER, ¢ 
LONGER. HELPS PREVENT OVER- PRESSED, pry, Pay now is only $2.98, plus postage. Follow directions and you will 
CRACKING HAIR CONDITION. bless the day you tried this proper way. 


SEND NO MONEY sittin couron-TEAR OFF AND MAIL NOW! 


GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS, Inc., Brooklyn 23, N. Y.Der- Y¥L-10 
SPECIAL 3 MONTH SIZE TREATMENT MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


I would like to try your special hair and scalp treatment. Send me one Regular 
| size Jar of L.S.C. Balsam Treatment containing LANOJIN Sulphur. Castor Oil and 
eee of Peru—A Jar of Lanolin Cream Shampoo. A Regular Size Jar of DH-12 


















Formula containing CHOLESTROL and a Regular Size of Homogenized Pressing 
Cream to be used for pressing. waving or marcelling made with micro-wax, 
LANOLIN Emulsion. Mineral Oils, all power-homogenized into a protective, lubri- 
cating formula. Send me everything. On delivery collect $2.98. plus postage. 
I must be delighted and pleased in every way or every cent will be refunded. 
If 1 am pleased, J will tell my friends about this wonderful system treatment 
Jana of the benefits of LANOLIN and CHOLESTROL. Send everything to: 
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| YOU GET ENOUGH OF EVERYTHING TO LAST 3 MONTHS 


The treatment as described here should be taken every two weeks. The hair will stay 
lovely curled. waved or pressed until the shampoo is given. The benetits of the overnight 
antiseptic treatment are best when spread at intervals of two weeks and given before the 
| necessary shampoo. Full directions come on each jar in this treatment. A 100% money back 
uarantee will be included in your package along with the Doctor's Booklet on Hair and 
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Say ‘‘goodbye”’ 

to that unbecom- 

ing tummy bulge 

and clumsy waist- 

line. Instead EN- 

JOY what your fig- 
ure needs most — 
HIDE -A- WAIST. 
Presto-chango, like 
magic, you have 
graceful, alluring 
curves. Unwanted 
bulges are evenly and 
comfortably banished. 
17 sectional features 
mold the most flatter- 
ing curves. Keep you 
smoothly shapely no 
matter what position... 
sit, bend, stand, walk 
and dance with com- 
fortable, even grace. 


ADJUSTABLE TO 
TAILOR-MADE FIT 


The 17 sections auto- 
matically shape your 
figure to new loveli- 
ness. You get needed 
contro! with unbeliev- 
able comfort. The spe- 
cially designed con- 
cave effect is the 
secret of glamorous 
women who want to 
look thin and stylish 
no matter what their 
size. These wonder- 
ful features permit 
HIDE-A-WAIST to 
adapt itself to your 
own diaphragm and 
tummy. You’ve never enjoyed 

so much freedom, comfort and style in anything 
you've worn. The 4 extra-length detachable and 
adjustable garters completes HIDE-A-WAIST. 


mo DAY TRIAL FREE! 


Order today. Wear it 10 days FREE. If not de- 
lighted, return for refund. Sizes 24 to 34, $2.98. 
Sizes 35 and over, $3.98 (50c extra for the 4 
extra-length detachable and adjustable garters.) 
eww wn nr nr rere wT 

rs. J. Wegman Co., Dept. 413-H I 

| Lynbrook, New York 
Rush my new HIDE-A-WAIST three-in-one at once. i 

| if | am not thrillingly satisfied | will return it after 1 
{0-day FREE trial for prompt refund of full pur- 
chase price. 
Givsccactensus (waist size in inches). 1 
Also send.... sets of extra-length detachable 

! and adjustable garters at only 50c for set of four. 
© Send C.0.D. 1 will pay postman on delivery plus 

few cents postage. - 
| Ot enclose payment. The S. J. Wegman Co. wilt | 
pay postage. 
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hand, “I'd no idea you felt this way. But 
let’s not make it so final. Ill keep the 
ring and we'll be friends and maybe in a 
month or two you'll feel differently.” 

Oh, why didn’t I tell him everything? 
I don’t know. The words just wouldn’t 
come. I did love Russel, but I didn’t feel 
towards him like I did towards Tim. It 
had to be Tim. 

Russel gave me time to compose myself 
and let me go. “Ill have some one else do 
the letters,” he said. “Why don’t you take 
the rest of the day off?” 


N ANY TIMES during the next month 
+ I thought of finding myself another 
job. Nellie noticed the diamond missing 
from my finger and asked a few sly ques- 
tions. It was painful meeting Russel now. 
He didn’t call for me very often for dicta- 
tion and I knew the girls noticed. Would 
Nellie tell them what she had seen? 

I felt ill all the time and one day I al- 
most fainted at work. The supervisor sent 
me home in a taxi, advising me to see a 
doctor. There was one in our block and I 
went to see him the next morning. He gave 
me an examination. “You're in fine shape 
for that baby,” he told me. 

Baby? I'd never dreamed of such a thing. 
Tim and I had been married for three years 
and there hadn’t been a baby. And now... 
It seemed like bees were buzzing inside my 
head. 

“Tll have to write and tell Tim.” I 
thought. “We'll have to get married right 
away.” But how would Tim take this? 

Looking up his itinerary, I found that he 
would be in St. Louis the next week. I 
wrote him there. “I’m going to have a baby. 
Tim,” I wrote. “We'll have to get married 
right away. If you can’t come here. per- 
haps I can meet you somewhere. Think of 
it, darling. Us, with a baby. Won’t it be 
fun. Let me know where I can see you. I 
can’t wait to talk to you. Love. Norma.” 

I didn’t think any more about finding 
another job. As soon as possible, Tim and 
I would be married. Then we’d make plans. 
Perhaps he’d want me to go out to San 
Francisco. 

A week passed. Two weeks. Three. Had 
his route been changed? Why didn’t he 
answer? 

At the end of the third week. the letter 
came. | sat rigid, staring at it. unable to 
believe what it said. My eyes went in 
agony from word to word. “Dearest Nor- 
ma,” I read, trying to hold the paper 
steady, “your letter distressed me so I had 
to think about it awhile. I hate to tell you 
this, darling. But I can’t marry you now. 
I’m married to a girl out in Frisco. I 
shouldn’t have done it. You’re the only girl 
I ever loved. ’'m sending you a hundred 
dollars. Take care of things right away and 
I'll be seeing you when I get back to St. 
Paul. Your Tim.” 

A tight sob escaped from the hard knot 
in my throat. “I hate him! I hate him!” I 
sobbed. My heart beat so violently I 
thought I would faint. I went to the bath- 
room and ran cold water over my wrists, 


splashed it on my face. I soaked a towel 
and without bothering to wring it out, | 
dropped to the bed and laid it across my 
face, trying to cool my throbbing brain. 

All night, tears soaked my pillow. Fool! 
Fool! How could a girl be such a fool? 
“Tm going crazy,” I thought, “I can’t bear 
" igg 

Towards morning I got up and read the 
letter again. “Go to a doctor,” it said. Go 
to one of the quacks who worked outside 
the law! Tim would see me when every. 
thing was over. He’d see me! I closed my 
eyes dizzily, wondering how much a heart 
could take. 

All day I sat there alone, thinking, think. 
ing. I started to tear up Tim’s check. Then 
I changed my mind. I went to the neigh. 
borhood bank and cashed it. I put the 
money inside the lining of my purse. I had 
to have a little security. 

That night there was a tap at my door, 
Russel stood there, a tall man with troubled 
eyes in a rugged face. He smiled at me and 
his whole face came alive. It was sweet to 
see that smile, to have him reach out his 
arms for me. “You weren’t at work today,” 
he said. “I was afraid you were sick. Ob, 
honey, I keep thinking about you all the 
time. What’s wrong?” 

Tears filled my eyes. I couldn’t speak, 
I could only cling to him, sobbing my 
heart out. 

His face was terribly concerned. “Dar. 
ling! Tell me,” he begged. 

“T am sick,” I cried. “Oh, Russel! I feel 
terrible.” 

“Norma. You don’t have to go on work 
ing. Marry me and let me take care of 
you. I love you so, sweetheart. I can teach 
you to love me, I’m sure. Ill do anything 
for you darling.” 

“Russel,” I murmured, “if you want me 
... TU... Ti marry you tonight.” 

“You mean that?” he asked tensely as 
his arm tightened about me. “You really 
mean that, Norma?” 

I nodded, praying, praying that I could 
make myself worthy of him, that I could 
love him as he deserved. I felt a mean 
sensation of shame for using some one as 
nice as Russel. I felt a desperate urge to 
tell him everything, but shame kept me 
silent. 

It was too late to get married that night 
but the next day we went together for the 
license and were married by a judge. When 
Russel rented a larger apartment nearby 
I was glad. I didn’t like being in the same 
building with Nellie Taylor. Her accusing 
eyes made me nervous, filled me with a 
sense of guilt. 

“Oh God,” I used to pray, “if you'll just 
grant me this one wish, I’ll never do wrong 
again. God, don’t let Nellie Taylor say 
anything to make trouble between Russel 





and me.” 

I burned the past also by sending a wet- 
ding announcement to Tim. I certainly 
didn’t want to see him again. 

Russel was so good to me. “Oh, darling,” 
he said often. “What if I can’t make you 
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happy? You’ve had such a rough time. 
I've got to make you happy.” 

I’d never known such happiness, Id re- 
assure him, and meant it. Only every kind 
thing he did for me was a whip with which 
he unknowingly scourged me. 

We'd been married just a month when 
[told him. “I’m afraid everyone will be 
scandalized, I’m pregnant already.” 

“I’m glad if you are,” he said, holding 
me close. “I think it’s one of the nicest 
things that could happen to us. It will 
make everything perfect.” 

Oh, being married to Russel was indeed 
coming into safe harbor. And I told myself 
[was making him so happy that everything 
was going to come out all right. Only that 
day while Russel was at work, Nellie Tay- 
lor came to see me. It scared ine to see 
her but I pretended friendship. “Come in, 
Nellie,” I said. 

She stepped inside but she didn’t take 
the chair I offered her. “Norma,” she said, 
“T need money. I thought, perhaps .. . you 
could let me have fifty dollars.” 

A smothering silence followed. I could 

hear the beating of my own heart. “Russel 
..” I began. 
Her sharp nostrils twitched and_ she 
shrugged her thin shoulders, “I didn’t 
expect Russel to know,” she said. Her face 
looked foxlike as it had the morning she 
had seen Tim in my apartment. 

“Nellie Taylor! Are you trying to black- 
mail me?” I burst out. “Tl report you 
Sy ag 

“Don’t be silly,” she scoffed. “You know 
you won’t tell anyone.” She stood there 
like some kind of an evil spirt, waiting to 
destroy my new-found happiness, blast my 
world to pieces. I still had the money from 
Tim beneath the lining of my purse. I 
went into the bedroom, despising myself 
for doing so and took out fifty dollars. I 
handed it to her. “Now let me alone.” | 
said. “I never did you any harm.” 

“Only deceived the man I loved and took 
him away from me,” she said coldly. 

She walked out and blind panic seized 
me. What was going to become of me? 
Was I going to have to live my life as if I 
were walking on the top of a volcano? 
Nellie hated me. She was going to keep 
on hating me. And she had knowledge 
about me that looked bad. What would 
she do next? 

I was wearing gayety like an armor when 
Russel came home that night. He rubbed 
his cheek against mine. “You’re so sweet 
to come home to, darling,” he whispered. 
“I don’t know how I ever lived without 
you,” 

My secret heavy on my soul, I sent up a 
prayer for help. But suddenly my world 
changed. Russel who had been a pilot was 
in the Air Corps Reserve. He was called 
to active duty to teach flying at a school in 
Texas, 


His face was gray when he told me and 
I felt a sick sensation as if a crutch I'd 
been leaning on had suddenly snapped and 
left me unable to stand alone. Russel was 
saying “I can’t take you with me yet, dar- 














Sizes: 9 to 17 
10 to 20 


898 


r ” Sizes: 38 to 46 


9.98 





Dept. 130-103, 599 Broadway, New York 12, N. Y. 


On prepaid orders add 30¢ for postage and handling. You 
save C.0.D. charges. If C.0.D. you pay price plus postage 
and C.0.D. charges. 





Style No. 8022 — The 
Paris pocket prize, a 
dress for all occa- 
sions. Necklace high 
throat, long dolman 
Sleeves, wand waist, 
and wondrous wide 
Skirt. Rayon gabardine 
in red, green, navy, 


grey. 





Style No. | Size 1st Color Choice 2nd Color Choice 


8022 
(Print) 
NAME 




















ADDRESS 





ZONE STATE 


SUBSCRIBE 
TO 
TAN 














| WANTED 
Te Be Set To Music 
Submit one or more of your best poems 


for free examination. Any subject. Send 
poem for details and information. 


Phonograph Records Made 
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS 
228 Beacon Bidg. Boston 8, Mass. 
2S NE Gs 





CPerwarwwww 








yoo eas 








OE ES eA LRN LETS TINE TERE et NN NE NE 


ling. It’s hard to get accommodations down 
there. As soon as I can, Ill send for you. 
Only I hate to leave you alone when you're 
not well.” 

I listened to him making plans and I 
thought perhaps fate was playing into my 
hands. If I could have the baby while 
Russ was at camp... maybe he’d never 
need to know that it had come ahead of 
time 

“Probably it would be best for me to 
tay here till after our gift from heaven 
arrives,” I heard myself saying lightly. 

Then we can come out together. After all, 
we won't be able to go out much until it’s 
over and you'll be dreadfully busy . . .” 

“And I'll just about die of loneliness,” 
he interrupted, kissing me. “You’re won- 
derful, Norma. You’re really wonderful. 
If you could see how some of the wives act 
when they have to be left behind. They 
make the men so miserable, they aren’t fit 
for anything for weeks afterwards. You're 
my brave girl.” 

Oh, he made me feel ashamed. I wanted 
o terribly to be a good wife. Why did 
everything I did have to have some sort of 
an ulterior motive? 

When it came time to say goodbye, he 
kissed me again and again. “Take care of 
yourself, darling. Go to the doctor often. 
Oh, it’s hard to leave you just when you 
need me.” 

It was hard to see him go, too. But it was 
going to be a way out. I was sure of that. 
After the baby came . I'd wait a few 
weeks and then join him. Men were so 





Try this new amazing scientific home method to 
Add Shapely Curves to 
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gullible. He wouldn’t guess. And he’d be 
spared the sorrow of knowing that I'd de- 
ceived him. We could pick up our lives 
together and be happy. Only, he trusted 
me so. That trust hurt worse than any 
punishment. 

Russel had an officer’s rating but even 
with that, his income was smaller now. I 
began to think up ways to economize. I was 
figuring out a budget the day Nellie Taylor 
came again. “I need ten dollars a week ex- 
tra for awhile, “If I don’t 
get it...” 

“You’re a wicked woman,” 
panic, “I’m trying to do right and you 
want to ruin me.” 

Her smile didn’t reach her eyes. 
people have such strange ideas of right,” 
she sniffed. 

“Do you consider what you’re doing is 
right?” I demanded. 

“T don’t pretend to be good, 
ed. “Not any more.” 

I revised my budget to allow ten dollars 
to Nellie Taylor every week. I cut down 
on food and clothing to do it. I had to. If 
she wrote to Russel. . . “I wish she’d die,’ 
I thought bitterly. “A woman like that 
shouldn’t be allowed to live.” 


” she said boldly. 


I cried in a 


“Some 


” she retort- 


THE MONTHS passed slowly. There 
were just two left. I made arrange- 
ments with a hospital for my confinement. 
I sewed on a layette. I wrote long letters 
to Russel. 
One afternoon I returned from the store 


to find Nellie Taylor at my door. Fright 
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slithered through me. When I went insig 
she followed me. “What is it this time?” | 
demanded angrily. 

“T need more money,” she said. 

“Oh, please,” I cried frantically. “The 
man you saw with me that time used to be 
my husband. We’d been divorced. He came 
back and made me think he still loved me. 
I thought we’d be married again. Then he 
told me he was married to a girl out west, 
Surely you can understand. I didn’t intend 
to do wrong.” 

“And you didn’t bother to explain ty 
Russel when you married him, did you?” 
she demanded scornfully. 

“I admit I was wrong not to tell Russ.” 
1 babbled. “But I’m trying to be a good 
wife now. He’ll never need to know unless 
you tell him. Oh, can’t you see I’m trying 
to do right? Can’t you leave me alone?” 

There was a sound behind us and I saw 
fright flash into Nellie’s eyes. Without 
turning, I knew. Russel stood there, tal] 
and stern in his uniform, his face carved 
to stone. “Russ!” I choked. “How did yoy 
get here?” 

“T flew he said shortly. “I heard 
your conversation, You won't need to black. 
mail my wife any more, Nellie. I know the 
score now.” 

“But...” she began. 

“Get out, Nellie,” he commanded, 
“There’s a law against blackmail.” 

Nellie whirled with a malevolent look, 
leaving me alone to face Russel. The silence 
seemed endless. 


“Don’t look at me like that,” I cried. ] 
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TESTED AND PROVEN METHOD 
Requires only 15 minutes a Day! 


Well-known authority on legs with years of experience 
offers you this tested and proven scientific course—only 
fifteen minutes a day— in the privacy of your home! Con- 
tains step-by-step illustrations of the easy scientific leg 
technique with simple instructions: gaining stronger legs, 
improving skin color and circulation of legs: also normal 
causes of skinny legs, plus leg measurement chart of 
each section of leg according to height and weight. From 
the very first day you may feel the exhilarating effects of 
this method. Health culture asked this well-known au- 
thority on legs to write a series of articles on the funda- 
mentals of this type of method. This magazine believed 
their readers should learn about this wonderful technique. 


SEND NO MONEY! FREE 10-DAY TRIAL! 


You would be glad to pay any price to gain shapely 
legs. but ‘‘Shapely Legs Home Method’’ is yours for 
the low introductory price of only $1.98 complete. 
Just deposit $1.98 plus postage with postman on de- 
livery ain a wrapper), Or send only $1.98 with order 
and we pay postage. You must see satisfactory results 

or return course and your money will be refunded. 
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ran to him, tried to get my arms around 
him. “Russ! Listen to me! I didn’t mean 
to cheat. I do love you! Say you forgive 
me, Russ! It’s Tim. He does things to me. 
When he came around I forgot everything. 
But it’s you I love, Russ.” 

I’d never seen Russel look like he did 
at that moment. “You seem to be the sort 
of girl who loves where it’s convenient,” 
he said flatly. “If Tim came back tomor- 
row, | suppose it would be the same thing 
over again.” 

“No, Russ, no. I swear it. Oh, I did 
wrong. But I’m sorry. I’m so sorry, Russ.” 

He stopped me with a weary gesture. 
“Never mind, Norma,” he said. “It doesn’t 
matter now. It really doesn’t matter. I just 
had a week end off and flew home, thinking 
it would be two days of heaven. My wife 

. with another man’s child . . . using my 
money to pay blackmail . > he rubbed 
his forehead as if to clear his thoughts. 
“It’s beyond my understanding.” 

“Oh, Russel! Don’t make it sound so 
horrible.” I screamed in shocked protest. 
“I can’t bear it!” 

Russel seemed to go a little crazy then. 
“I can’t bear it either,” he yelled, his eyes 
blazing. “And, I’m not going to bear it. ’m 
going out and get drunk. Then I’m going 
to fly myself straight to hell. Straight to 
hell! Do you understand?” 

I tried to cling to him. I fastened myself 
upon him like a leech, crying and begging 
but his body was rigid with anger. He flung 
me away and strode out and I sank to the 
floor, beating the wall with futile hands, 
sobbing out his name. The walls seemed 
to close in on me, suffocating me as I wept 
there alone, full of a terrible sense of hope- 
lessness. 

Physical pain followed the 
mind. In new hysterical terror, I called a 
cab and went to the hospital. I stumbled 
into the lobby crying. Firm, gentle hands 
supported me as I went into a whirlpool 
of pain. 

They told me next morning that my 
baby had been born dead. I wept for the 
little child who had never known life and 
I wept again for my husband. Where was 
he? I kept asking the nurses whether they 
had sent word to him. I gave them his 
camp address several times, but he didn’t 
come. I ran a temperature and the nurses 
came to check at frequent intervals. If 
Russel didn’t come to me, I didn’t want to 
get well. There was nothing left to live 
for. 

The fifth day, Russel came. I opened my 
eyes and there he was standing over me. 
“Russ!” I whispered weakly, “Russ, the 
baby didn’t live.” 

“I know,” he said gently. He sat down 
and took both my hands in his. “I’m so 
sorry, Norma. I shouldn’t have gone off 
half cocked like I did. I’m supposed to be 
a leader of men, supposed to keep my head 
in an emergency. But I lost it that day. 
I've regretted it, Norma.” 

“But have you forgiven me, Russ?” I 
pleaded. “Oh, I love,you, dear. Will you 
forgive me? Will you let me come to you? 


agony of 


I'll be a good wife, Russel. I promise.” 

I felt his hands quiver. “Don’t say things 
like tha. when you don’t mean them. I 
can’t say ‘yes’ yet, Norma. How could I 
ever be sure of you? I’d always feel that 
you were thinking of him. You see, I only 
want the old-fashioned kind of love, the 
kind that can stay steadfast and true. I 
want you to be sure first, so sure that there 
will never be any turning back. Let’s let 
things cool a little until we’re sure. Okay?” 
His smile was kind and his hands still held 
mine but he didn’t kiss me. 

He gave my hands a little squeeze. “I’ve 
hours leave. I’ve got to get 
I'll write you, Norma. 


only a few 
right back to camp. 
Get well quick.” 

I choked back sobs and my heart fol- 
lowed his tall, uniformed figure, out the 


door, down the hall, and away, so far away. 
How would I ever make him see? How 
could I ever regain his trust? 

I was able to go home soon. Back to a 


lonely apartment, where I waited. I wrote 
Russ every day, long letters in which I 
bared my heart. His answers were kind but 
formal. 

I thought perhaps he’d come home to 
surprise me the day some one tapped un- 
expectedly on my door and my heart was 
in my throat as I loosed the chain. 

It was Tim! 

“At last I’ve found you,” he said, his 
eyes going over me in the same exciting 
way. “Norma! My darling Norma! You’re 
more gorgeous than ever. I’ve got my free- 
dom, sweetheart. You must get a divorce, 
too, and then we can be together always.” 

He was the same Tim, charming me, en- 
ticing me, but I pulled away. “Why did 
you come, Tim?” I cried. “It’s too late! 
It’s too late now.” 

“It’s never too late for love like ours,” 
he countered. 

I knew I mustn’t let him touch me. I was 
afraid of his touch. Afraid of what it might 
do to me. “Go away,” I cried. “I’m staying 
with Russel. He’s good. He’s the man I 
love.” 

He caught me though, and I had no 
strength to hold him off. One part of me 
cried for the lowly thing which had been 
between us and was no more. The other 
part of me cried for Russ, my husband, the 
man who would not accept me because I 
was not sure of my heart. How could I ever 
be sure if Tim kept weaving this terrible 
magic about me? Oh, I hated myself for 
being such a weakling. 

“How did you find me, Tim?” 
“How did you find me?” 

“T went to your old place,” he said. “Nel- 
lie Taylor told me. She said you’d lost the 
baby, that you’d separated from Russel. 
I'll marry you now, Norma. Everything 
will be all right now.” 

I jerked away. Nellie Taylor! Nellie 
Taylor! A witch of a woman who was de- 
termined to separate Russ and me. Against 


I cried. 


Tim’s selfish glamor and Nellie Taylor’s 
Russel’s character 
It showed up my 


wicked manipulations, 


shone like a strong light. 
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own weakness. Why, I was as bad as Tim, 
vacillating, shifting from one love to an- 
other. No wonder Russel despised me. 

I kept away from Tim’s arms. “I’ve no 
intention of separating from Russel,” I 
said. “He’s a real man. But that’s some- 
thing you wouldn’t understand, Tim.” Then, 
without volition, the words my Dad had 
said years before popped out. “You're... 
you're just a spoiled brat!” 

It was as if I had pricked a bright bal- 
loon. “I gave up my wife to come back to 
you,” Tim whined in a deflated voice. 

Hysterical laughter crowded my throat. 
‘I lost a little baby for you, Tim. And I 
destroyed the faith of a good man. And as 
for your giving up your wife, well, I was 
one of your wives, Tim. I think I know 
who gave up whom.” 

Tim grabbed his hat, his face flushed 
with the same old anger. “I thought you 
were different, Norma.” 

“T am different,” I said. “But I’ve been 
in awful long time getting that way. I grew 
ip a litthe when I left you, Tim. And I 
grew up a lot more when Russ left me. Now 
| hope I’m big enough to make a decision 
ind stick to it. So it’s goodbye, Tim.” 

With the closing of the door on Tim I 
knew that I'd come of age. I realized that 
real love isn’t a wild galloping thing that 
tears you to pieces. It’s a growing that 
leads to depth and security. I packed up 
some clothes and took the next bus for the 
camp where Russel was stationed. 

| found the place where he lived and was 
waiting for him when he came in. At first 
we just stood and looked at each other. 
hen I saw tenderness come into Russel’s 

eyes and a wild sweet singing began in me. 
“Russ,” I sighed, “I’ve come. I’m sure 
now.” 

That night in Russel’s arms I told him 
everything. Oh, it was good to feel the 
perfect confidence that brings two people 
nto closeness that is beyond understand- 
ing. A mature closeness that isn’t based on 
excitement and thrills. People who are hap- 
pily married know what I mean. It is some- 
thing just too deep for words. 


THE END 
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The Bride 

Was No 

Virgin 
(Continued from Page 36) 


only child and handsome as the devil hadn’t 
made Ralph the least bit conceited. He had 
studied engineering in college and was well 
on his way to success in a tough and com- 
petitive field. [ll say one thing for him— 
when he wanted something, he never gave 
up until he had it. We'd met accidentally 
when the firm he worked for got the con- 
tract to re-design and enlarge the offices of 
the agency where I worked. He was so per- 


sistent, phoning me almost every day at 
work, that I finally gave in and agreed to 


go out with him. 

That was the beginning. even though aft- 
er my divorce from Mel, I'd sworn I'd never 
look at another man. 

“You’re certainly playing hard to get.” 
Ralph remarked one evening. 

“I’m not faking. if that’s what you 
mean.” I told him. “I don’t want to get 
serious with anyone, Don’t forget, I’ve been 
through the mill.” 

“The first time I saw you. 
were different,” he said. 

“Really? I didn’t think it showed,” 
retorted. 

“I’m serious, Donna. Honestly, I’m so 
fed up with the sticky sweet, innocent girls 
my mother keeps shoving at me, | made up 
my mind I’d be a bachelor for the rest of 
my life.” 

“I’m sorry you don’t find me ‘sweet’,” I 
said huffily, “but don’t believe all those 
tales about hard-playing gay divorcees. Just 
because a woman has been married doesn’t 
mean she’s a push-over you know!” 

He grabbed me by the shoulder and 
turned my face up to his. “That’s not what 
I meant, and you know it!” he said sternly. 
“If some other fellow had you and lost you, 
that’s his tough luck. It’s my good luck 
if I can convince you that you ought to be 
Mrs. Ralph Brandon, Jr.” 

I caught my breath. “You—you really 
want to marry me?” I gasped. 

“I'll get a ring tomorrow to prove it—if 
you'll say yes right this minute!” he ex- 

claimed. “Don’t you see, Donna? I want a 
wife who’s not just a fixture. I want a 
woman with intelligence—with experience. 
I want you!” 


I knew you 


COULDN’T think 

against that, and when 
kissed me and held me tight, I had no 
desire to think up any. I was his, and I 
guess I had been all along—it took his 
kiss to make me know it. 

And now I was his as completely as the 
laws of God and man could bind us, and 
each tick of the clock was bringing us 


of any 
he tenderly 


argument 








closer to that moment I dreaded. My 
friends eagerly helped me into my travel. 
ing outfit, laughingly pushed Ralph and me 
into the car and we drove off with their 
shouts ringing in our ears. Now that we 
were alone, the shyness and restrained joy 
of being in love made us strangely silent, 

It was not a long drive to the resort 
hotel where Ralph had reserved a suite for 
us, yet every minute, every mile was agony 
to me. I didn’t know what to say, how to 
act. One moment Id laugh too loudly at 
something Ralph said, and the next I'd 
be so lost in thought I didn’t even hear 
what he’d said. 

Ralph must have sensed something was 
wrong, but being so sweet and kind, he 
never said a word about it. It made me 
love him even more—if that were possible, 

But then came that quiet, awkward mo- 
ment in the hotel room when, like brides 
and grooms since time began, I imagine, 
a man and woman face each other and 
realize that the highest fulfillment of their 
love is at hand. Ralph took me in his arms 
and I trembled like a leaf, even though his 
embrace was as tender as pure love could 
make it. 

“What is it, darling?” Ralph asked, his 
voice deep with concern. “You’re not— 
you can’t be frightened of me!” 

I gazed up at him, my eyes imploring 
him to have a little more patience with me. 
The longing in his eyes and the suppressed 
emotion that choked his voice told me 
plainly of his desire. I knew I should re- 
spond, but try as I could, I could not shake 
off the terrible fear that twisted my heart. 
The fear that this time—like the first time 

-I would say or do something that would 
wreck our marriage even before it started. 

“Why? Why?” I asked myself over and 
over, but no answer came. All I knew was 
that two years earlier I had lived through 
a scene so very like this one. The setting 
had been different—a rather cheap hotel 
in town, the cast was changed, but the sit- 
uation was the same. With Mel, I had been 
so confident, so sure of myself. But it had 
ended tragically, and now I was so tight 
with inhibitions I couldn’t react like a 
normal woman. 

Ralph left me alone in the room and al- 
though he couldn’t have been gone for 
more than ten minutes, I relived every mo- 
ment of my first wedding night. The night 
when it was Mel who sat shyly on the edge 
of the bed and waited for me to come to 
him... 

Being Martha’s daughter, I had grown 
up into a modern young woman who was 
well-read in books about sex and marriage. 
| knew from what I'd read that the timid. 
easily-shocked pose was out of date. A 
man wanted a woman to be able to match 
his passions, to give freely and joyeusly 
of herself. Martha and I had had many 
talks on the subject and it was she who 
had assured me that men liked frankness, 
even a little boldness, in their women. 

“They'll deny it, Donna, but every man 
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goes for a woman who’s a 
she confided one day, and then went on to 
give me the kind of intimate instructional 
talk that too many mothers are too ignor- 
ant or too embarrassed to give their daugh- 
ters. 

Mel was 21, just a year older than I, and 
although Martha wasn’t too keen on my 
marrying him, she did nothing to show her 
disapproval. She did caution me once; 
“Mel’s a goodlooking boy, darling, and very 
popular with the girls, but don’t be fooled 
by that. It’s what’s in a man’s heart and 
mind that counts.” 

Mel was everything Martha had 
Once, when he faltered while trying to tell 
me how much he loved me, I snuggled up 
to him and said: “You talk like you’d never 
dated a girl before you met me, darling.” 

“Oh, sure, lots of them.” He gave me a 
sidelong, teasing glance, but then his ex- 
“Only they 
They were—you 


said. 


pression became serious. 
weren't a bit like you. 
know—kind of fast.” 

I laughed at his embarrassment. There 
was no jealousy in me. I knew that most 
young men these days had sex experiences 
before marriage. But I also knew that Mel 
loved me, not the women in his past. And 
above all, I was eternally grateful for 
Martha’s strict code of right and wrong 
as far as I was concerned. Mel was the 
frst man I had ever loved and he would 
know it. 

Our marriage was a simple civil cere- 
mony across from city hall and we rushed 
right over to the hotel where we were to 
spend our honeymoon. The moment we 
were alone in the hotel room, Mel suddenly 
lost his breezy confidence. He didn’t once 
make a move to kiss me; just sat around 
looking lost. My throat became unbearably 
dry. What was wrong with Mel? Even on 
our first date, he hadn’t acted as backward 
as this. 

“Let’s go downstairs and grab a bite te 

t,” he said all of a sudden, had 
finally found a safe topic of conversation. 

I was disappointed. “Aren’t you even go- 
ing to kiss me, darling?” I asked petu- 
lantly. 

“Sure, Donna—of course!” He 
shaky little laugh as he took me in his 
arms. “I guess I’m just not sure how to 
act around a nice girl like you.” 

The touch of his lips on mine made 
everything all right again. We were in love 
and now we were married and could be 
together the way we’d wanted to for so 
long. 

“You know, darling—I’m not the least 
bit hungry,” I whispered. 


as if he 


gave a 


His arms tightened around me. “Neither 
am I,” he grinned. “Oh, Donna, I love 


you so much!” 

Suddenly he picked me up and carried 
me to the bed. Then he sat down beside 
me and held my hand. 

“Don’t be afraid of me, Donna,” he said 
hoarsely. “I wouldn’t hurt you for the 
world.” . 

‘Tm not afraid, Mel,” I said truthfully. 

He dropped my hand and began fumb- 


bit of a hussy,” 
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If you suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke 
and gasp for breath, if restful sleep is difficult 
because of the struggle to breathe, don’t fail to 
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ling for a cigarette. “Poor Mel!” I thought, 

“Suppose he had married some shy, shrink- 
ing violet? At least I was willing—even 
eager—to meet him halfway.” 

I got up and went to my overnight bag 
laying on the chair. “I think I'll bathe and 
get comfortable,” I remarked casually. 
Opening my bag, I took out the sheer 
negligee Martha had bought me and went 
into the bathroom, 

As I lounged in the luxurious bubble 
bath I prepared for myself, I tried to recall 
what the books on marriage had told me. 
\ wife was supposed to be an active love 
partner, not a passive doll. That was the 
way Mel would want me, I told myself. But 
[ also remembered how he had scoffed at 
the idea of a pre-marital physical examina- 
tion. 

Even though I knew he was against the 
idea, I nevertheless expected him to meet 
me at the doctor’s office as he had promised. 
When Mel failed to show up, Dr. Bradford, 
a good friend of Martha’s, examined me 
and pronounced me perfectly fit. 

“But I’m sorry your young man decided 
not to come, Donna,” he said gravely. 

“Oh, I’m not worried, doctor. Mel is 
strong and healthy,” I said defensively. 

“That’s not quite what I meant,” the 
physician said, handing me some literature 
and material on controlling conception. 
‘You see, it’s my conviction that it takes 
at least a year or so for two young people 
to really get to know each other. During 
that time, children might present a prob- 
lem. I only hope that your future husband 
has sensible ideas about spacing children.” 


I REMEMBERED all those things as I 

toweled myself and dusted my tingling 
body with talcum. But even clearer in my 
mind was Mel’s love for me and his tender 
lovemaking. Now, at last, there would be 
no limits on how far we could go. 

“Hello, darling! Miss me?” I greeted 
him gaily as I rejoined him. 

He took a backward step, his eyes rov- 
ing over me as if he were seeing me for 
the first time. “Donna—you look so beau- 
tiful,” he stammered. “Like a doll that 
would break if I touched you.” 

“They make unbreakable dolls, nowa- 
days,” I said provocatively. “Why don’t 
you kiss me and find out?” I demanded 
boldly. 

“Donna—darling!” He caught me to 
him. His kiss was gentle at first, then 
rough and savage. And I returned each 
kiss, lips pressing against his hungrily, 
as I could never do before. 

Mel drew back, a puzzled expression on 
his face, as if shocked by the sudden burst 
of passion on the part of a girl he consid- 
ered different from the “fast” girls he’d 
known in the past. But he was my husband 
now and, remembering Martha’s advice, I 
reached out and boldly placed his hands 
on my quivering body. 

Then he was caressing me with wild 
abandon and there was no need for me to 
resist. | unashamedly submitted to his con- 
suming desire. With one hand he snapped 
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out the light and we were embraced by the 
darkness—and love. 

In the morning, I awakened lazily. I 
smiled and stretched, reaching my fingers 
toward the sunbeams that filtered through 
the drawn curtains. I turned my head. 
Mel was not beside me. 

“Mel—?” My voice was husky with the 
memory of the ecstasy-filled night we had 
shared. 

There was no answer, so I raised up on 
one elbow and glanced around the room. 
Mel was seated in a chair, staring at me 
with a stony gaze. 

“Good morning, darling,” I cooed. 

Still he didn’t answer, but his gaze foc- 
used on the exposed upper portion of my 
body and for some strange reason made 
me feel ashamed. I drew the covers up to 
my chin and asked plaintively: “Mel, darl- 
ing, what’s wrong?” 

“Oh, nothing,” he said in an odd tone. 
“T was just thinking how easy it is for a 
girl to make a chump out of a fellow— 
even a ‘nice’ girl.” 

Puzzled, yet determined not to let any- 
thing spoil our first morning together, I 
slipped out of bed and tiptoed across the 
room, 

“Donna!” Mel’s voice was_ shocked. 
“You'd better get decently dressed before 
you start flitting around like that.” 

“But, Mel! We’re married—we’re man 
and wife,” I said, hurt by the tone of his 
voice. 

He got up and jammed his fists into his 


pocket. “You know all about it, don’t 
you? This ‘man and wife’ business, I 
mean.” 


“Of course. Well—not everything,” I 
said, “just what I’ve read in books.” 

“Complete with diagrams, no doubt!” 
he sneered. 

I backed away, staring at him as if he 
were a stranger. This couldn’t be the Mel 
I loved and trusted! Not this man whose 
cold eyes looked down at me as if I were 
dirt under his feet. I pulled on the negli- 
gee Martha had given me for a wedding 
present, Then I turned back to my hus- 
band. 

“What is it, Mel?” I asked, trying to 
keep my voice level. “Something’s bother- 
ing you.” He pressed his lips together in 
a firm line. I went close to him and put 
my arms around him. “We can’t start out 
by holding back, darling,” I whispered. 
“We’ve got to be frank with each other— 
always.” 

Mel’s arms went around me and he 
buried his face in my hair. “Donna— 
Donna!” he said gruffly. “It’s nothing, 
baby—nothing!” 

My heart was so full of love for him 
that his fierce embrace aroused the embers 
that still smouldered within me. Again, I 
did not hesitate to express my affection 
without any inhibitions, just as the books 
on marital relations advised. Martha had 
said, “Every man goes for a woman who’s 
a bit of a hussy,” and that’s what I wanted 
to be for the man I had married. 

Breakfast was completely forgotten, and 








so was the early morning shopping tour 
I'd planned; love has a way of making 
everything else so unnecessary. 

When I awoke, it was late afternoon 
and Mel was gone. I permitted myself 
the luxury of reliving those golden mo. 
ments with Mel. More than ever, I was 
grateful to those books and articles I'd 
read for helping me to develop the proper 
attitude toward sex. And I was forever 
indebted to Martha for pounding home the 
fact that a girl who dabbles in pre-marital 
sex relations is only fooling herself. 

When Mel returned, I saw at a glance 
that he had been drinking. He came 
through the door, swaying a little and 
stopped short when he saw me. I felt hurt 
that he had not waited for me, but loyally 
told myself that he probably hadn’t wanted 
to disturb my sleep. So I asked brightly, 
“Been celebrating, darling?” 

He grunted and slammed the door shut, 
He stared at the white summer frock | 
wore, then made a clumsy bow. “Hail to 
the bride, all dressed in white!” he said, 
his voice heavy with sarcasm. “White for 
purity, of course.” 

“Of, course,” I smiled, posing with my 
hands on my hips. “That’s the tradition.” 

An ugly word burst from his lips. 
“You're one of these hep chicks, baby,” he 
sneered. “What do you know about tradi- 
tion?” 

I sank down in a chair, my face in my 
hands. I couldn’t stand any more of his 
snide insinuations. My joyous heart went 
dead inside me at the thought of a mis. 
understanding so soon after our wedding. 
but I just had to know what Mel was get- 
ting at. He told me, bluntly and without 
pulling punches. 

“You're no different from those dames 
the guys in our bunch used to pick up in 
bars or on street corners!” he said con- 
temptuously. “What a sap I was, thinking 
I'd be the first!” 

The horror of what he was saying was 
quickly replaced by anger. I jumped to 
my feet and faced him defiantly. “How 
dare you say such a thing!” I demanded. 
“I’m the girl you married, not one of those 
you evidently played around with so 
much!” 

“Couldn’t prove it by me,” he said, his 
lips curling. “You certainly haven’t been 
acting like an amateur!” 

I shook my head hopelessly, fighting 
back the tears. “Mel—darling, I told you,” 
I pleaded. “What you’re thinking is so 
unfair! I wanted to be a modern wife, so 
I read books and—” 

But he wasn’t even listening. He went 
unsteadily to my bag and flung it open. In 
one corner were the things Dr. Bradford 
had given me after our talk about contra- 
ception. Mel’s eyes were more accusing 
than his voice. 

“How modern can you get?” he said 
coldly. “This junk certainly doesn’t be- 
long to an innocent kid. Only a chick who 
plays hard and knows the score carries 
this stuff around with her!” 

I was so stunned I couldn’t speak. But 
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even if I could have talked logically at 
that point, I was too proud to point out 
that I'd begged him to come along to the 
doctor with me. Mel’s unspeakable ac- 
cusation ripped the veil of love from my 
eyes and I saw him for what he was—a 
suspicious, narrow-minded person who 
couldn’t recognize a decent girl when he 
saw one. 

If he considered me no better than the 
girls he’d met while sowing his wild oats, 
then he didn’t deserve an explanation. It 
wasn’t only his insults that hurt me, but 
his bigoted, out-moded notions about sex 
told me plainly that our marriage would 
never work out. I got out of that hotel 
room as fast as I could. 


LL THESE memories flashed through 

my mind, adding to my fears. If the 
same thing happened with Ralph, I knew 
I'd never get over it. I had managed to 
forget Mel after a while; perhaps it was 
only infatuation and not love that caused 
me to marry him. But with Ralph, I knew 
it was the real thing. I just couldn’t risk 
driving him away from me by giving him 
any reason to find fault with my response 
to his lovemaking. 

So when Ralph 
found me demurely 
gown that would have suited his maiden 
aunt.- He seemed surprised to see me 
dressed so severely, but said nothing. When 
he took me in his arms, my kisses were 
restrained, almost cool. Ralph tried with 
infinite patience to arouse me, but I was 
determined to keep myself under control. 

He made love to me hesitatingly, with 
maddening gentleness. And long after he 
fell asleep, I lay awake. restless and miser- 
able. The shy, reluctant pose would never 
bring happiness to either of us. I told my- 
self ruefully. I was just a hussy at heart. 

I buried my head in the pillow and 
sobbed bitterly, soundlessly. 

The next morning, Ralph was strangely 
silent. He was polite and considerate, but 
certainly not the happy bridegroom. The 
atmosphere in the room was strained when 
he phoned to order breakfast and neither 
of us had much to say. 

We sat down to breakfast and I watched 


returned, he 
night 


finally 
dressed in a 


him toy with his food. At last I said, 
“Happy, darling? I am.” 
He reached out for my hand, then 


changed his mind and picked up a piece 
of toast instead. “You are? I’m glad,” he 
said with a forced smile. “I was hoping 

He sighed. “Oh, well, I guess it takes time 
to adjust to each other,” he said. 

My heart sank. I hadn’t pleased him, 
despite all my plans. “Yes. I guess it does 
take time,” I agreed. 

He was breaking the toast into tiny 
pieces, not looking at me. “Maybe some 
day—I mean when we know each other, of | 
course—maybe then you won’t be—” 

He paused, as if groping for words, and 
I said, “Maybe I won’t be what, darling?” 

“Well—sort of afraid of me—afraid of 
love.” This time he took my hand and 
pressed it. “I don’t know, Donna, darling, 


maybe I did everything wrong,” he said in 
an anguished voice. 

“No, Ralph—you made me very happy,” 
I said, not very convincingly. 

He frowned and shook his head. “Don’t 
try to spare my feelings. I admit, it’s 
rough on a man’s ego to find out he’s not 
the great lover he thinks he is, but 

Tears welled in my eyes. “Please, 
ling—don’t say that. It’s not true!” 


dar- 
I in- 
sisted. 

He smiled tenderly. 
drawing away from me,” 
forgive me for being so clumsy and so—” 

I pushed back my chair and rushed to 
him. “But you’re not—you were sweet and 
gentle and—and I love you!” I cried. 

I knelt at his feet, resting my head | on 


“IT could feel you 


he said. “Can you 


his knee. Then, alternately crying with 
happiness and laughing at my unnecessary 
caution, I told him everything. I told him 
how Mel had filled me with all kinds of 
doubts with his vulgar accusations and how 
I had vowed not to appear too forward or 
responsive for fear of losing him, Ralph. 

“And all the time I was blaming my- 


self!” Ralph said. 
“No, darling, I'm to blame,” I told him. 


“I should have known better.” 

Laughing happily, he took me in his 
arms. “I’m to blame—you’re to blame— 
what does it matter now?” he declared. 
“All we’ve got to do now is to make a new 
beginning.” 

And we did. 

THE END 
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hile, I did and I was. I had great things 
going for me, so I thought. But. like Dad 
ised to tell me, everything that goes up 
1ust come down. I fell out of my dream 
astle with a sickening thud; my heart 
hattered and the little pieces were scat- 
ered hither and yon. When it was over, 
bout all I had left were tears. 

[here was a day when I believed that 
he sun was blotted out of my life for all 


nie, 


[ ALL BEGAN one warm June day 
when Irma Bell, my girl friend, and I 
ere walking down Second Street, near 
1y home, in Morgan City, Mississippi. We 
ad been shopping for our parents and 
‘re returning leisurely, not a particular 
ought in mind, just lazying along. 

“Liz,” Irma said to me, “if I ever get to 

Chicago, ’'m going to try and get myself 
iarried to someone and stay up there.” 

It wasn’t a new idea. Both of us had 

kinfolk in Chicago and we had discussed 

» subject many times. Only thing, it ap- 
eared that Irma and I, being the youngest 
1 our respective families, were going to 
ive a tough time breaking away from our 

parents. We were the babies, so to speak, 
| what was all right for older ones, just 
lidn’t seem to fit us. 

[ thought about that, again, as I said: 
That’s a good idea, Irma; but, how’re you 

going to get there? Your mother has you 

d to her apron strings—and she means 

Keep you tied.” 

‘I know,” Irma said sadly. “Maybe my 
hance will come some day. If it does, I’m 
sing to play my cards right, what you 

[ wouldn’t bet against you, baby,” I 

|, hep-like, “you’ve got what it takes, 

ind more.” 

‘Aw, cut it out, Liz,” Irma said with a 

laugh. “You'll do all right, too. If you 
er get away from your mother’s ever- 
tchful eyes.” 

‘LT hope you know what you’re talking 

ibout,” I said, turning into the little path- 
to our house. 

Will I see you tomorrow?” Irma called 

he waltzed on down the street. 

‘I guess so,” I said. 


Despite our talk, or because of it, I 

isn’t at all prepared for the coincidence 

it followed. 

When I walked into the house, mother 
e to meet me, an opened letter dangling 
her fingers, a cheery smile on her face. 
We’re going to Chtcago, Liz!” 
[ was surprised out of my wits. 

Q ) 





“When?” I asked, dubiously. 
“In a couple of weeks.” she told me. 
“But, how?” I cried. “We can’t afford a 

trip.” 

“Oh, yes, we can,” mother said, pointing 
to the letter. “Your brother Jimmy wants 
to see us. He’s sending the money out of 
his next pay-check. Want to read it?” 

My head was really swimming as I read 
the letter. My eyes darted so fast I could 
hardly make out Jimmy’s writing. But, 
what mother said was true. Jimmy said he 
was sorry he had been away from home so 
long; that he wanted to see us badly, that 
he had just landed a good job in a factory 
and would send the money. 

I was glad for Jimmy. Things had been 
a bit tough for him. When he was just a 
kid, he went to work on a farm outside 
Morgan City, picking cotton. It was the 
same place Dad had worked for years. One 
day, an argument arose between Jimmy 
and the boss’ son. They had a fight. Jim- 
my won—only it turned out to be assault 
when the sheriff got hold of it. But, they 
let Jimmy go when Dad promised that he 
would leave town. 

Dad gave him all the money he had— 
about $80—and put him on a train for 
Chicago. Well, Jimmy was strictly a coun- 
try boy, so he had it rough. For a while, 
he wrote regularly. Then, he quit writing. 
This was the first letter in more than a 
year and it was making my dream come 
true. 

Good, old Jimmy. My big brother. Yes, 
I was glad—glad for him—and glad for 
me! 


By the time mother and I boarded the 
train for Chicago, gladness was bursting 
out of my every pore. It was like a first 
Christmas Eve. Jimmy was my Santa 
Claus. My present was the big city. I had 
it all wrapped up in the gaudiest, brightest 
cellophane. It was my Alpha and Omega— 
all I'd ever wanted. 

As the train wheels clickety-clacked 
along, I hummed a gay little tune. I imag- 
ine that my great joy was mirrored in my 
eyes, on my face, for ever so often, mother 
would look at me, smile contentedly and 
place her hand warmly on mine. She was 
happy, too. She didn’t show it the way I 
did; but I knew it just the same. 

And, I recalled Irma’s advice: “Remem- 
ber,” she had whispered. “This is what 
we've wanted. Play your cards right, baby. 
Don’t be scared!” 

That’s just what I had intended to do. 
and I was confidence personified until we 
got within shouting distance of Chicago. 
Then, in appraising my gifts and talents, I 
got “stage-fright.” 

I wasn’t pretty enough for city fellows, 
I told myself, although I had received num- 
erous compliments from the boys at home. 
But, what did those hicks know? I was too 
young, I thought, just 18. I didn’t have any 
experience. Why, I’d never gone steady 
with any boy. I hadn’t really been kissed, 
because I was saving my kisses for Mr. 


Right. 

























































The thought of kissing somehow or other 
brought to mind Neal Gadby, back home 
in Morgan City. He was a nice boy, from 
a good family, and he had told me many 
times that he loved me. Right after high 
school graduation, he had asked me to 
marry him. I had given him a short “No!” 
and he had made me angry with his predic- 
tion: “Some day. Liz, you’re going to fall 
off that high horse!” 

I had stalked off, telling him cattily: 
“When I do, you'll still be around. But, 
don’t hold your breath!” 

In spite of myself, I laughed at the 
thought of Neal and the funny look on his 
face when I turned him down. The old de- 
fiance came back and, as the train pulled 
into Chicago, I was more determined than 
ever. more sure than ever, that I would get 
the man I'd come for—or bust! 

Jimmy met us at the station, so happy to 
see us that he hugged mother for minutes 
and cried for joy. Then, he grabbed me 
and all but lifted me off my feet, saying 
over and over: “Gee, Liz, how you’ve 
grown! Youre a big girl now,” then, sob- 
erly, “You’re pretty, Liz. Honest.” 

He took us inside the station, where we 
sat on benches, answering all the questions 
he asked: How was Dad? How was Princi- 
pal Jones? How was Rev. Johnson? Had 
they run water lines in Morgan City yet? 
Had they paved the streets? 

Then, Jimmy explained that he had 
made a deal with mother’s sister, Edna. 
Mother was to share her small apartment 
while I was to share his kitchenette, or vice 
versa. 

“My place isn’t very big,” he apologized. 
“But Liz can have the bedroom—lI’Il sleep 
on the sofa. Aunt Edna has a couple of 
children, but she says she’ll be glad to 
make room for you, mother.” 

Mother didn’t seem very pleased that we 
were to split up. But. she understood, and 
agreed to go along with the plan after I 
assured her that I'd rather live at Jimmy’s 
place. Frankly, I figured I'd have more 
freedom if I could stay away from mother 
for a while. 

Aunt Edna, who had moved to Chicago 
when I was very young, lived on the West 
Side; Jimmy lived on the South Side, in a 
small apartment building that had been 
“converted,” as Jimmy called it, into kitch- 
enettes, He said it was a shame the way 
landlords were gouging tenants, cutting up 
buildings and charging high rents; but, to 
me, it was great! 

I liked the gay-colored wall-paper, the 
little buzzers you pushed to gain admit- 
tance to the building, the cute little range 
he had in his nook of a kitchen—every- 
thing. I didn’t really understand that what 
Jimmy had was really just a part of an 
apartment divided more than once over. I 
didn’t care much. It was Chicago. Those 
first days, the place was a wonderland. 


pmny HAD taken a day off from work 

to get us settled. He explained to 
mother that he’d take me over to Aunt 
Edna’s every night and that. the three of us 








wou 
days 
we d 
were 
gan 
H 
espe 
wan 
Tha 
thou 
I w 
cam 
M 
to fi 
it Ww 
pow 
it w 
me. 
that 
with 
Fi 
lady 
fath 
to re 
Chic 
figui 
me t 
I wa 
M 
catc 
ginn 
in 0 
“cor 
Jimi 
goss 
“wo 
stor 
I 
moo 
som 
pap 
acti 
talk 
I 
awfi 
ed < 
Her 
neve 
me 
time 
apal 
a pl 
Ti 
that 
dies 
time 
A 
my 
first 
subs 
I re 
littl 
the 
win 
talk 
In 2 
M 
ton 
who 
littl 
cate 


Nat 








other 
home 
from 


nany 
high 
e to 
No!” 
edic- 


fall 


tily: 


But, 


the 
| his 
| de- 
lled 
han 


get 


y to 
ites 
me 
‘ing 
i've 
ob- 


ons 
1Ci- 
lad 


et? 


we 
nd 


o 
e 


Ss = = 





would have a big time. Saturdays and Sun- 
days when he didn’t work, he promised, 
wed go to see the town. He said that there 
were several of our old friends from Mor- 
gan City in Chicago. 

He tried so hard to make us happy, 
especially mother, but, as for me, I didn’t 
want to be reminded about Morgan City. 
That. I told myself, was behind me, al- 
though I hadn’t stopped to figure out how 
I would stay in Chicago when the time 
came for us to go back home. 

Maybe it was because I so much wanted 
to find the guy I was looking for; maybe 
it was my subconscious mind at work with 
powers beyond my comprehension; maybe 
it was just the devil, greasing the skids for 
me. I don’t really know, looking backward. 
that is. But, things seemed to work my way 
with almost unbelievable coincidence. 

First, Jimmy introduced me to his land- 
lady’s daughter, Mary Briggs. Second, my 
father became slightly ill and mother had 
to return home a week after we arrived in 
Chicago. She felt so bad about what she 
figured would be a great disappointment to 
me that she said I could stay on at Jimmy’s. 
I was more or less on my own! 

Mary, a tall, brown girl with an eye- 
catching frame, and [| hit it off from the be- 
ginning. She evidently knew the ropes- 
in other words, she was just loaded with 
“contacts.” She didn’t while 
Jimmy was gone we had plenty of time to 


work, so 
gossip. She showed me much of Chicago’s 
“woman’s world”—beauty salons, clothing 
stores, the YWCA, social clubs, and so on. 

I learned to fix my hair differently. 
mooched a little money out of Jimmy for 
some new dresses, read the local news- 
papers, especially the columns on social 
activities, and familiarized myself with the 
talk and ways of Chicago people. 

I knew that Mary realized that I was an 
awfully dumb girl, but she seemed delight- 
ed at the opportunity to create a person. 
Her mother, a bit stout at middle age, yet 
nevertheless attractive and charming, liked 
me too, It got so I was spending more 
time in their lavishly-furnished,. first-floor 
apartment than in Jimmy’s little cranny of 
a place. 

Too, Jimmy seemed relieved when he saw 
that Mary and I were fast becoming bud- 
dies. He began devoting much of his free 
time to his own pursuit of happiness. 

Although I was anxious to get on with 
my project, I didn’t push it during the 
first few weeks of my acquaintance and 
subsequent friendship with Mary because 
I realized that I had a lot to learn. Every 
little bit counted—the trip to Riverview on 
the Fourth of July, 
window shopping, the reading I mentioned, 
talks with Mary and her mother, all of it. 
In a sense, I was soaking up atmosphere. 


downtown movies. 


Meantime, I met Mary’s boy friend, Clay- 
ton Moore, a tall, tan, handsome fellow 
who had a good job, was constantly buying 
little gifts for her, and didn’t 
catch onto this at first) gave her money. 
Naturally, he had a car. At first, Mary 
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didn’t invite me to go out with them. Later, 
however, they asked me to go along on a 
downtown movie date and I accepted. The 
night was fair, the temperature just right; 
[ loved the ride back South on the “outer 
drive.” 

The next time Mary asked me if I’d like 
to go along on a date, I put my plan into 
action. I wouldn’t go, I told her, unless 
Clayton brought along a friend for me. 
Someone unmarried, of course. 

Clayton brought his brother, Stanley, 
equally tall, tan, and terrific, but a couple 
of years younger. I fairly drooled at the 

ery sight of him, and could hardly ac- 
knowledge the introduction and keep my 
motional balance. My heart was drum- 
ming in fast tempo, pounding blood into 
my ears ‘til I was nearly deaf. I didn’t 
need to look further, I told myself; I had 
hit the jackpot with the first coin. How 
lucky can a gal get? 

Stan gave me a sort of appraising look— 
you know, head to toe and back. yet not in- 
sultingly—smiled, showing  snow-white, 
ven-set teeth, and said, “Hello, Liz. I’ve 
heard a lot about you—all good,” 

What do you say to such a handsome 
man as this? | wondered. I smiled, as big 
is I could muster, said “hello” just a bit 

» eagerly, I am afraid, then sighed with 
relief when Mary asked: “Shall we go?” 

We started the night by going to a movie. 
[ didn’t see much of the picture, which 
Mary told me later was very good; I spent 
most of my time stealing glances at that 
handsome hunk of man beside me, and 
making vows that I'd make him mine—at 
iny cost! 

Later, we stopped in a South Side bar— 
one of those cozy places where the even- 
flow of things periodically was shattered 
by the tones of a raucous tenor saxophone. 
The guy could “blow,” I guess; but, he 
was too loud, too heavy on the groan. Stan 
and [| had to stop talking and listen when 
he was getting his kicks. Bar-siders loved 
it, ate it up; so who was I—I concluded— 
to be irked? Still, there was Stan. Can 
you blame me for being selfish? 

Stan didn’t talk much about himself. He 
said he was 22 years old, which seemed to 
make him right for my 18, going on 19. I 
didn’t ask many questions—just made sure 
He said he had never mar- 
never found the “right 


he was single. 
ried because he 
girl.” That gave me another goal. 

In the days and weeks that followed, 
He was just 
Almost 
every date, he brought along a box of 
or a trinket. And, he said that if 
there was ever anything I needed, just to 
I thought that I was in 
I was supposed to be the fisher- 


Stan and I became an item. 
like Clayton—sweet and good. 


candy 


let him know. 
neaven. 
man, but I was the one caught; I was gone, 
hook, line, and sinker. 


One day, Mary casually told me that she 
up to Clayton’s and Stan’s 
upartment after shows, dances, and bar 
visits to spend the night. 


94. 


often went 


The boys were 





arranging a little party for the weekend, 
she said. Would I like to go along and 
stay, too? 

The idea came as a shock to me. I had 
no experience in such things; besides, Stan 
and I weren’t married. 

“Mary, you can’t be serious!” I said 
after I recovered. “Oh, no! I couldn’t do 
a thing like that!” 

For the first time since I’d met her, Mary 
looked at me contemptuously. 

“Get hep. honey!” she said. “You little 
country chicks give me a pain in the neck! 
But, I thought you were different.” 

“My mother wouldn’t like it if she found 
out,” I said. “And, there’s Jimmy. What 
would he think?” 

“What is there for him to think?” she 
asked. “He doesn’t have to know, if you 
think it'll cause trouble. You can tell him 
were going out of town, anything. Be- 
sides, Stan wants you to come. He’s in love 
with you—” 

“He's. . « wnat?” 

Mary laughed. “You don’t even know 
your own power, girl. Stan’s in love with 


you—” 
“But, he’s never told me. He’s been nice 
and—” 


“He'll tell you,” Mary said with con- 
fidence, “maybe Saturday night. Stan’s a 
bit slow talking, sometimes, but he’ll get 
around to it. You wouldn’t want to miss 
that, would you?” 

No, I wouldn’t. After all, I was in love 
with Stan. I wanted to be his wife. To 
know that he loved me would make every- 
thing perfect. Still— 

“But. Mary, what will your mother say?” 
I asked. 

“My mother, humph!” Mary said causti- 
cally. “What can she say? How do you 
suppose she got that apartment building? 
Besides. I’m a big girl now— 

I didn’t get it. Mary, knowing that I 
didn’t, harped on the subject she knew 
would get my dander up: “C’mon. It’s safe, 
innocent. Just a cozy foursome. I know 
what you're thinking, But, you can forget 
all that country malarky.” 

I didn’t want her to think that I was 
dumb. [| couldn’t stand being reminded of 
my ickish background. I didn’t want to 
spoil my romance with Stan. 

“All right, Mary.” I said defiantly, “Ill 
go. And, I’m not a country chick any more. 
I know the score!” 

Mary smiled the smile of a victor. 
“That’s my girl.” she said, laughing again. 


A LTHOUCH my instincts warned me 
that I was walking right into a loaded 
situation, I was actually powerless to do 
anything but go. To confess the whole 
truth, the more I thought about it. the more 
intrigued I became. Gradually, my fears 
disappeared and in their place came eager 
anticipation for new adventure, plus the 
prospect of hearing Stan say the magic 
three words: “I love you.” (I just took it 
for granted that Mary knew what she was 
talking about.) 
Clayton and Stan picked us up early 





Saturday evening and drove us to their 
sumptuous apartment on South Parkway. 
It was the most beautiful place I had ever 
seen. Six rooms, all furnished in mahog- 
any with thick rugs, venetian blinds, a 
lovely kitchen, and a cozy living room. 

“It was our parents’ at first,” Stan ex- 
plained as he showed me around, guiding 
me gently from room to room, “but when 
Dad came down with rheumatism winter 
before last, he and Mom decided to move 
out west where the weather is warm. They 
left us here, all alone. But, we manage.” 

“Who does the cooking?” I asked, stand- 
ing in the kitchen doorway. 

“Oh,” he said teasingly, “we have a 
maid. This is her night out.” Then. catch- 
ing the look of awe in my eyes, he said: 
“I'm just kidding. Clayton and I divvy up 
on the cooking, when we don’t eat out.” 

“Can you really cook, Stan?” 

“Sure, baby.” he said. “Anything your 
little heart desires. Just name it, and Chef 
Stan will bring it right up—” 

He broke off abruptly, a seriousness 
clouding his gaze, slowly drew me close to 
him. I could hardly contain the thrill I felt 
when our bodies touched. 

“Td make a good husband for you, Liz,” 
he said, soberly. 

“But, Stan.” I[ said, “I don’t even know 
that you love me—” 

“Oh, but you should,” he said. “You 
should know that I love you more than 
anyone on earth—” 

I searched his eyes, my heart fluttering. 
His words were like beautiful music seep- 
ing through the cracks of heaven. What I 
had heard was eloquent, rapturous. I want- 
ed to get closer, to hear more, the full ar- 
rangement. 

“T love you, too, Stan,” I said. 

A kiss—a long, lingering kiss filled with 
sweet nectar—ended all the talking. 

I guess it was minutes later that Mary 
cleared her throat, louder than necessary, 
and we came back to earth—the return 
flight making me giddy from happiness. 

“Sorry to break it up,” she said, “but 
there’s plenty of time for that. Right now, 
I’m hungry and, Liz, we’ve got some cook- 
ing to do.” 

“Who wants food?” I asked rather silli- 
ly. “Do you, Stan?” 

“T never felt less of a need for it than 
right now.” Stan said. 

“Aw, c’mon, Liz,” Mary said. “Be a 
sport. Stan’s hungry, too. We all are. It'll 
be fun cooking—” 

“Oh, all right,” I said reluctantly, mov- 
ing away from Stan as his arms dropped 
to his side. 

Mary raided the icebox like it was an 
old habit, producing chops, vegetables, 
beer, and other edibles. So, we cooked, ate, 
and left the dishes for Stan’s mythical maid 
to do, Then, we went into the living room, 
where Clayton opened a cute, little port- 
able bar and began serving drinks, while 
a record player gave out sweet love songs. 

One drink followed another. There was 
giddy laughter as Stan—or was it Clayton? 
—told an off-color joke. As.the night wore 
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on, the music seemed to get gayer. I was 
conscious of Stan’s arms about my shoul- 
ders, of joyous kisses and caresses, of 
sweet words in my ears, of his breath in 
my hair. “Darling... Darling”—it 
seemed as though he kept saying the words 
over and over and over. 

And, I was happy—happier than I'd 
ever been. I matched sweet words with 
him, pledged my undying love, just as he 
pledged his, returned each kiss more 
eagerly than the one preceeding. Alternat- 
ingly, my body was warm, then chilled; I 
was shaking, then calm. 

And, then, there was nothing in the 
whole wide world except Stan and me. I 
remembered, the next day—or was it the 
that he asked me, “Are you 
” T must have said that 


next week ?- 
afraid, Liz, honey? 
I wasn’t. 


CRIED the day I left Chicago. I had 

been there four glorious months. Now, 
I was going home in answer to mother’s 
repeated pleas and Jimmy’s advice that I 
obey her. I didn’t want to go, especially 
since Stan and I were engaged. But, he 
promised to come down to Morgan City to 
meet my folks. tell them of our plans; 
then, he said, we would be married and no- 
body could stop us from living happily 
henceforth. 

He went to the station with me, . 
and Aunt Edna, promising to follow me as 
soon as he could get leave from his work. 
I practically ignored Jimmy and Edna to 
spend those last few moments with him. 
The train was in motion when we broke off 
a kiss and I climbed aboard, tears of joy 
and sadness, mixed in one big, bubbly emo- 


Jimmy, 


tion, streaming down my cheeks. 

All Jimmy and Edna got were hasty 
waves and goodbyes. Ill never forget the 
look of disapproval in Jimmy’s eyes. Mo- 
mentarily, it accentuated the sadness. 

But, my plan had worked, wonderfully. 
Back home, I couldn’t wait to tell Irma 
the good news. She plied me with ques- 
tions. How did I meet him? How did I 
make him fall for me? Gee, who fixed my 
hair so beautifully? When’re you’re going 
back to Chicago? Oh, is he coming here? 
When? 

I answered all her questions excitedly. It 
made ine feel good being able to stand 
there and bask in her awe. It was different. 
I was no longer the little country chick 
from Morgan City. I was, as Mary said, a 
big girl now. I'd been to the big city—and 
I'd conquered. 

Oh, what a fool I was! What a miserably 
ignorant fool! 

Less than two months after I was home. 
I knew it. I was pregnant. The discovery 
at first threw me into a panic. I thought of 
catching a train for Chicago right away. 
But, suppose Stan came and I was gone? 
Then: Was he really coming? I had written 
twice, three times, but no answer. Suppose 
mother found out before Stan came! She 
wouldn’t let me marry him then. What 
could I do? 

I decided that I had to tell him right 


away. We had to get married in a hurry. 
I'd go to him, if necessary. I'd marry him 
with or without my parents’ consent. I had 
to! 

I could hardly guide the pen as I wrote 
a letter to Stan, telling him all. But, I was 
careful not to put alarm in my words. It 
was a blessing, I told him. It was Fate’s 
will, I said, childishly. This was proof, I 
said to myself through the letter to him, 
that we were meant for each other. Should 
I come there? | asked. Or. was he coming 
here? I'd be waiting by the mail box, every 
morning, for that one sweet letter from 
him, Love. Much, much love. 

Two days later, I heard from Stan. 
Nothing sweet. No assurances. No prom- 
ises. Just a short note on a half-page: 

Dear Liz: 

Let’s face it. It’s all over between us. 

I’m engaged to marry someone else, a 

girl I met after you left. Of course, it 

was fun while it lasted. I’m sorry if I’ve 
hurt you. But, maybe it’s best this way. 

You know, now, that I’d be no good for 

you. 

Stan. 

My whole world crumbled like an an- 
cient city hit by an atomic blast. My dream 
castle tumbled down, burying me_ bodily 
in its debris. There were no tears—they 
just weren’t there. There was no feeling, 
no blood. as if my veins had dried up and 
my heart had stopped beating. My hands 
were clammy, like those of the dead. My 
brain ceased to think—what was there to 
think? There was not even a question. I 
had not the strength to ask of myself as 
to my future. 

How I managed not to faint, not to cry 
out, to get to my room, where I sprawled 
face-down on my bed, Ill never know. It 
was power beyond mine that moved my 
legs, kept my body from falling in a heap 
on the porch near the mailbox. How I 
managed the strength to hold onto the let- 
ter or to throw away the ersatz engagement 
ring Stan had given me—I’II never know. I 
was in a daze. 

Had it not been for Fate’s good turn—a 
favor I would have turned down just a few 
months before—I would have killed my- 
self. Stan had ruined my life. had lied to 
me, had made a fool of me. He was the city 
guy I had sold my soul for. Fate’s favor 
was Neal. the hicktown boy with the mail- 
order shoes and the bell-bottom trousers 
and the hayseed fairly sprouting in his 
hair. 

He came to see me one Sunday after 
church. I was glad, in spite of my sorrow, 
to see him. He was the one person I some- 
how felt that I could turn to—and, as we 
went for a walk, I sobbed out the whole 
sordid story. 

I heard his breath catch in his throat as 
I said, “I'm going to have a baby, Neal. 
What can I do?” 

Slowly, he put an arm about me and 
whispered: “Marry me, Liz.” 

I didn’t believe that I'd heard right. 

“No one will know any difference except 
us,” Neal urged, and I knew he spoke the 
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words—words that must have torn the very 
roots of his heart—with all sincerity. 


“No!” I cried. 
wouldn’t be fair.” 

“Who cares about being fair at a time 
like this?” Neal demanded. “I loved you 
before you left. I love you now!” 

“T couldn’t do it, Neal,” I sobbed. “I just 
couldn’t let you pay for my mistake—” 

He was silent. 

“You couldn’t be a father to another 
man’s child,” I continued. 

“Just try me,” he said, oddly reckless. 
“You just try me. I know you don’t love 
me, Liz. But, you'll come to love me. Please 
marry me, darling.” 

He kept whispering the words in a plead- 
ing voice— 

“You're too good for me, Neal—” 

“Liz, let me take the chance—please. Do 
me that favor.” 

I wanted so much to be honest, to be 
right. I had been dishonest with myself. I 
had sinned. It just didn’t seem proper that 
I should get a chance to redeem myself 
so soon. Yet, here was Neal, the guy who 
always had been waiting . . . still wait- 
ing, still pleading, ready to overlook my 
error, my sin—ready to take me, just as I 
was, Could I do less than accept? 

Slowly, I gave him my answer. “Yes, 
Neal, I'll marry you. And, I'll try to be a 
good wife. I promise. with God as my wit- 
ness and my forgiver.” 

Neal drew me into his arms and kissed 
me, there on a dusty Morgan City street. 
It was a kiss that told me that I could for- 
ever depend upon him. 

Neal and I were wed a few weeks later, 
something I never tried to explain to Irma. 
The baby was a beautiful little girl. whom 
we named Linda. Lot of people say she is 
the picture of Neal. When they say that, 
he says, simply: “A child has a right to be 
like its father!” 

And I thank the Lord, 
comes, for no one knows better than I how 
much I have been blessed. I know what 
real love means; I’m back home in Morgan 
City, and that’s where I’m going to stay. 
Home, the rest of my life, will be where 
Neal and our family are. 


“T can’t marry you. It 


every day that 


That’s my story. I hope that some young 
girl, bedazzled by the big city’s glamor 
like I was, will read it—and maybe benefit 
from it. I know, as I said, that the big city 





was not wrong in itself. It was I, a giddy, 
young fool. 

But that’s a closed chapter. I played 
with fire. I was burned. I suffered the pain 
and Ill wear the scar tissue the rest of my 
life. But, I was lucky. I found happiness 
in spite of myself. 

THE END 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 9) 


he said, “Ah wants y’all to 
have mah whiskey ’cause you sho’ly en- 
tertained us folks araound heah!”’ 

Piano-man Oscar Peterson has a stand- 
ing $100 reward for anyone who can return 
him his huge moss agate ring he lost sev- 
eral months ago. It was the gift of a Mont- 
real jazz club which has followed his sen- 
sational career ever since his CBC radio 
programs in his hometown north of the 
border. 


“Boy—ay,” 


o9 00 


An increasing number of white female 
singers and dancers are invading the Negro 
entertainment world. Burlesque, stage and 
radio favorites are slipping i in to earna fast 
buck in Negro clubs across the nation. 

For example, swing singer Anita O’ Day 
has appeared in most of the better known 
Chicago, Harlem and Los Angeles bistros. 
So has ballad chanter Ann Hathaway. 
Blonde stripteaser Bobbie Bruce came di- 
rectly from the Minsky Burlesque Wheel 
to Chicago’s DeLisa; Atlantis, the mermaid, 
has worked there and at the Crown Pro- 
peller. Another white girl has appeared in 
Negro clubs doing a “Beauty and the 
Beast” act with a man disguised as a go- 
rilla. One of the big features at the Club 
Savannah in Greenwich Village is Tigre, a 
white girl, who features a voluptuous Negro 
girl in an act involving a monster boa con- 
strictor,. 


00°90 


Most imitated of all Negro popular 
singers, year in and out, is the master, 
Bill Kenny of the Ink Spots. His version 
of the hit, If I Didn’t Care, is primer 
stuff for white mimics, impressionists, 
comedians and singers just breaking in. 
Next in order as subjects to imitate are 
Louis Armstrong, Billy Daniels, and Ella 
Fitzgerald. 


oo0o°o 


Roly-poly Sammy Dyer of Chicago, an 
ex-Charleston dance champion, is the “pro- 
ducer of producers.” His pupils over his 20 
years as Chicago’s best known choreogra- 
pher include Ziggy Johnson, Charley Mor- 
rison and Joe Stevenson. Sammy produced 
the shows at the old Grand Terrace, organ- 
ized the world-famed Regalettes at the 
Regal Theater, did the dance sequences in 
the Hot Mikado and has taught over 1,000 
girls how to pick ’em up and lay ’em down. 

Presently, his five Dyerettes are the sen- 
sations of show business, having worked 
Minsky’s, the Palace on Broadway, the 
Apollo, Royal and Howard Theaters and at 
clubs in Nassau, Bahamas, and Toronto. 
The girls are Jean Cornell, Shirley Hall, 
Gloria Brussard, Clarice White and Muriel 
Burns. 
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Masquerade 


(Continued from Page 50) 


and came back for the ceremony on a spe- 
cial leave. He had been commissioned a 
second lieutenant because of his military 
He looked smart and 
was be- 


training in college. 
handsome in his uniform and he 
ginning to harden. 

It was a big church wedding. 
by a reception at our home. Then and there 
I began to become fully conscious of Matt. 
and I could feel him coming into my life. 
and I could sense that he might mean a 
great deal to me. As an older sister, I had 
always felt that Aileen was entitled to any- 
thing that I didn’t want. but that I should 
have first choice. I was beginning to feel 
the urge and desire to have Matt. 


followed 


Aileen was a glowing. picture-book bride, 
so young and so shy. I was sure that she 
and Matt would have only a fling. I began 
to envision that later Matt and I might 
build a strong and solid marriage. 

That day finally came when the 
were silenced and Matt was among the boys 
who came back. He came to our house for 
Aileen. I was home that evening and greet- 
ed him. 

Aileen had been working on the swing 
shift in a machine shop during the war. 
Matt paid little attention to me and an- 
questions with an impa- 
He suggested that he go 


guns 


swered my trite 
tient sharpness. 
to the shop and wait for Aileen to get off, 
but I insisted that he might just as well 
wait at home. 

My sister came 
and was so excited to see him that she burst 


in soon after midnight 


into tears that made the scene embarrass- 
ing for all of us. 

“Oh, Matt, this is the day I’ve lived and 
worked for. We'll go out and find a house 
of our own and begin our life together.” 
Aileen’s voice was so urgent and so com- 
pelling that I was frightened. Was their 
love real? Would Aileen really settle down 
and become his devoted wife? Did Matt 
sincerely love her? 

Aileen and Matt went to live in an apart- 
ment of their own. The department store 
boomed and I made trips to New York and 
Chicago to buy new stock. I enjoyed plays 
and concerts and all that goes with metro- 
politan life. 

When Aileen told us that she was going 
to spend a weekend with a girl friend, I 
summoned up the determination to test my- 
self against Aileen’s husband. 

I was yearning to know, so I suggested 
to mother that we ask Matt to spend the 
weekend at our home while Aileen was 
away. She invited him and he accepted. 
The first evening, I lightly suggested that 
we two go to a movie. 

We saw a light romantic film and after 
the movie, I wanted him to drive me around, 
or drive somewhere where I could be alone 
with him, but he didn’t. He was polite and 
courteous, but that was all. 


That night I couldn’t sleep. I had always 
scoffed at the belief that two people could 
fall in love so suddenly—but I was in love, 
and with my sister’s husband. 

DREAM _ world 


M* 

' shocking force within a few 
The personnel manager of the store in- 
formed me that the was moving Jan 
Harmer, a young marine lieutenant during 


with 
days. 


exploded 


store 


the war. into my job. 

I was angered, and hurt, and determined 
to resign, but the personnel manager urged 
me to think the matter over for a few 
weeks. 

I finally concluded that this was indeed 
a man’s world. a world in which you had to 
reach out and grasp what you wanted; or 


you didn’t get it. I was sure that I wanted 


Matt. If I could just win him away from 
flighty little Aileen! I made up my mind 
that I'd take him. 

The big social event of the season was 
the masquerade ball at the Community 
Country Club. It was the gala occasion in 
which everybody in town took part. I| de- 
cided that I would go, and dressed up like a 
cheap street girl, I would shock the town. 

Aileen was in a dither over the ball. too. 
She always had a giddy time. sometimes 
getting high and doing no end of silly 
things. I had always been the conserva-. 
tive and ultra-correct girl who never at- 
tracted attention. This night I’d capture 
Matt’s attention and perhaps his heart. Ai- 
leen told me that she and Matt were going 
to dress in Scandinavian attire. 

In the midst of my whirl of plans and 
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schemes, I got a phone call from the per- 
sonnel manager, asking me whether I had 
made up my mind about my future status. 

“Why, no, I haven't.” I replied evasively. 

“Your two weeks are up Monday morn- 
ing. We'll have to come to some decision 
about the vacancy we're holding open for 
you.” he said. 

“What vacancy is that?” I asked. 

“T had in mind the job of assistant buyer 
to Harmer. You could continue your work 
with us—only you wouldn’t have so much 
responsibility,” he explained. 

“Would it be all right if I came in to see 
you Monday morning. We'll talk it over 
then.” Actually, I had no intention of com- 
ing in and I didn’t want to talk anything 
over with him. 

“Why yes, that would be fine. [ll expect 
to see you Monday morning.” 

Later that day, I had another phone call. 
We’re on a two-party line and the other 
party was trying to dial a number as our 
conversation started. I didn’t hear the in- 
troduction. 

“Could I take you to the masquerade 
ball?” he asked. I was sure that it was 
Matt. The voice was heavier than Matt’s, 
but I wanted to make allowances for the 
emotional strain he must have been under. 

“What about Aileen? Isn’t she going?” 
I asked sharply, almost rudely 

“Why, she says she can’t make it” 

I was elated. “Why. yes, of course. 
be delighted. Ill be ready at eight.” 

I dressed for the ball to be conspicuous, 
and, I hoped, ravishing. I had a flimsy 
organdie dress, low cut to show the out- 

About my waist was 
In my hair I pinned a 


Pil 


lines of my bosom. 
a bright red sash. 
gaudy blood-red rose. 

My escort called for me at eight, in an 
outlandish costume, that didn’t seem very 
Scandinavian to me. His face was painted 
up like an Indian on the warpath. 

“What’s the matter with Aileen?” I 
asked. 

“Why do you keep asking me about 
her?” he snapped. “What's she got to do 
with this? If I want to go out with you, 
I can. can’t 1? Do I have to ask Aileen’s 
permission ?” 


I loved that. He was bold and asser- 


tive. He was telling me that he was on 
his own. That’s the way I wanted him, for 
tonight. 


Instead of driving to the country club, 
he turned off on a side road that led into 
a thicket. The shadows were gathering 
closely about us. 

I pointed to the Malsby house, standing 
stately and pretentious on the knoll of a 
hill. 

“That’s the kind of a house I would like 
to live in,” I sighed. 

“What would you do with a house like 
that?” he asked. 

“Td want it for us,” I gushed. “I'd want 
it for us to live in and be happy in. We 
could have gardens to walk together in. 
We could hold big parties and—” 

“You've mighty big ideas,” he remarked. 


es 


“In this world you’ve got to wish for 
things and then reach out and grab them,” 
I replied lightly. 

He put his arm around me, and tilted my 
chin upward. His face looked dark and 
strange and handsome. I felt the surge of 
This wasn’t a moment to think 
of Aileen. I was dizzy from thinking about 
just me. He kissed me, like a gentleman 
who knew how to kiss a girl. 

I was breathless when his arm finally 
loosened its grip and his lips parted from 
mine. Indeed, I was certain that we shared 
the mood of the moment. He was hunger- 
ing for affection, and I could gratify this 
longing. 

[ had a feeling of abandon that went well 
with my reckless costume. I was so anx- 
ious to press ahead that I was indifferent to 
any other All traces of 
caution and parental prudence disappear- 
I was in love. I was glad I was in 
love. I wanted to be in love. I put my 
arms about him, leaned forward and re- 
turned his kiss. I had flung myself into a 
tide and was being carried along with it. 

There were a good many “oh’s” and 
“ah’s” as we entered the club a bit later. 
My fellow townsmen had never seen me in 
such a garb. and they had never seen me 


triumph. 


considerations. 


ed. 


in such a glow. 

I suddenly let out an exclamation of 
complete surprise when I saw Aileen, look- 
ing small! and dainty in a Swedish girl get- 
up. I was amazed that my dancing partner 
did not seem the least disturbed while I 
was churning and boiling within. I de- 
cided, however, that there was only one way 
to face the situation, and that was squarely. 

We walked towards Aileen and I over- 
heard her escort say: “Do I have to dance 
with that stuffy old sister of yours?” 

\ileen was embarrassed and nudged the 
man beside her. He turned around and 
faced me. It was Matt! 

“A bit stuffy around here, eh, Matt? 
Specially some of the sisters.” I quipped 
quickly. 

I felt sick and weak all over. Who was 
the man I was with? Who was this man, 
with whom I had just thought I was totally 
and recklessly in love? 

I overheard another stray remark, “I 
guess that’s the way they solved the em- 
ployment situation at the store.” 

Slowly. it began to dawn on me that I 
actually was with the Hon. Mr. Jan Har- 
mer, who had so recently replaced me at 
the store. I never was much good in geog- 
raphy but I should have known that his 
costume was French, and not in the least 
Scandinavian. 

And, I recalled vaguely, too, that Mr. 
Harmer had gone around with a girl Id 
known in school, Aileen Whitefield. 

Well, I concluded, she was one Aileen 
who was going to lose her man. I was glad 
that it wasn’t my little sister, And, it was 
good to know that I was playing the game 
fairly and squarely—even though for the 
evening I was trying to look and act aw- 


fully wild. THE END 











